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People have been travelling together since time immemorial. But 
what happens between them and what are the results? 

The book spans an arc from the migration of peoples to party 
miles and a coach tour group. The reader is immersed in grotesque 
situations, superficial cheerfulness that conceal abysses. Yes, what 
kind of abysses? Read for yourself! 


This book dances out of line! A witty play with different forms. 


Jan Deichmohle is a jack of all trades. He pops up somewhere 
unexpectedly, usually with astonishing new books that overwhelm 
contemporaries and only belatedly develop their appeal and impact. 
No sooner has he been located in one place than he suddenly 
disappears from the circles to which he has been assigned, only to 
reappear in the most unlikely, contrary places. If you don't know his 
books, you can't have a say. 

Jan Deichmohle is a phenomenon, probably the writer with the 
most blatant reputation in the country, boycotted by many publishers 
and media because of his political incorrectness, scolded by non- 
readers who don't even know his writings. Readers are amazed anew 
by every book and enthusiastic.# 

How about forming your own judgement? This is the source of 
some great books. If you don't know them, you can't have a say. 
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Foreword 


Many a craftsman in the Middle Ages cursed himself when he received a visit 


from the country's most notorious jester: Till Eulenspiegel (in English: Till 
Owlmirror), who held up a mirror to the people so that they could see their 
foolish face and the cleverness, which owls, bird of Athena and Minerva, sym- 
bolised in antiquity and still do in German today. Likewise, many of the people 
in this book (who are not mentioned by name) will wish they had never met the 
accursed Jan Deichmohle, who, like his medieval role model, held up a mirror 
to his contemporaries — a mirror in which they were reluctant to recognise 
themselves. 


Jan Deichmohle was there! Fright and horror! Those fooled by Till 
Eulenspiegel could at least build on a certain posthumous fame, for his pranks 
have been handed down to this day. But that darn Jan! He is now writing a 
travelogue here, a handbook for group travellers. Anyone who wants to know 
how to manage to be unhappy on holiday or to be amused by the folly of the 
world is well served by this guide to suffering. The Kiwi Experience makes it 
possible. Everything about the bus, and what can be experienced on such a bus! 
Indispensable for backpack travellers and naives, and all who may become one. 
Let go of your mischievousness! Joker, jump off my shoulders and type this 
book. Tip. Tip. Tap. Tap. Type. Type. 


The best way to read my book is backwards. That is not only befitting a 
prankster, but also appropriate: I start groping with something new I've never 
done before, get better in the momentum of writing and end up at my usual 
level. 


Introduction 


Conducted group tours are old hat, older than mine anyway. Back many years 


travelling companies sailed in boats from Southeast Asia along the coasts to 
Madagascar. Both genetic and linguistic comparisons recently revealed the 
origin of the Malagasy to be a historical tribe of Borneo. Linguists claim to 
have detected the influences of Indonesia, Indochina, India — a few loan words 
are said to originate from Sanskrit — ancient Arabia and East Africa in the 
national language of Madagascar. 


Boats were used to colonise the South Seas from as far away as the Easter 
Islands. Apparently, both male and female were on the move, otherwise they 
would not have produced offspring. A waka (war canoe) discovered “the of the 
white cloud” (New Zealand) from Rarotonga. Southwards they had ventured 
into the cold, found land under the cloud with subtropical rainforest where it 
could get quite cold for tropically dressed islanders. Maori of New Zealand 
greet “Kia ora”, on Rarotonga it is “Kia orana”. The similarity is still recogni- 
sable. 


The Huns, with their swift steppe horses and reflex bows, overran other 
peoples, killed many men, subjugated or drove them out, which resulted in a 
domino effect: the tribes driven into flight by the Huns overran their neigh- 
bours, to whom they became a similar terror as the Huns were to them. In 
school days we heard something about Huns besieging Augsburg but being 
defeated. Later I learnt that the besiegers were Hungarians, who fled from the 
Huns themselves, but behaved similarly before their Christianisation and were 
therefore equated with them in our country during the early Middle Ages. In the 
Buda Historical Museum you can see how, over the centuries, first Germanic 
tribes, then German settlers came to Pannonia, but could not hold on; they were 
overrun, or assimilated, and disappeared. 


Huns initiated the migration of peoples, resulting in trains of Goths and 
other tribes. This could be called a travelling society — albeit an armed one. 
While we're at it, we can count nomads and non-settled tribes among the role 
models. Emigrants and social money takers of the modern gold rush, who 
exploit state welfare of foreign states, usually do not have the social structures 
that justify the name society. 


But what about tourist bus tours? There are models for this, too. As early as 
1851, Gérard de Nerval described a journey by stagecoach and ship to the Ori- 
ent in “Voyage en Orient”. Like a travel guide writer of today, he gave advice 


on which inns to stay in, how a “man of some distinction” would be received 
and could get help, where and when the stagecoach would be waiting, and what 
to do to get a seat. One might think that Nerval is technically somewhat out- 
dated, because nowadays buses and trains run instead of stagecoaches, and the 
hostels have also been replaced by other accommodation. But otherwise the 
principle remains similar. A man without distinction, it can be concluded, has a 
hard time, whereby difference receives a completely different evaluation, be- 
cause difference arises through distinguishing: ‘Distinction’ is the Latin noun 
for the verb distinguish. 


What do bus tours like those of “Kiwi Experience”, which have been 
around for over 25 years, promise? What kind of audience can be expected, 
what works and what doesn't? 


Good questions! We will ask ourselves such questions. Don't lose patience: 
Especially digressions will show for whom such a journey is worthwhile or 
rather not. Should we stray from the topic altogether, it will be because we find 
and clarify more interesting questions. 


Auckland 


Bere, planes arrive with travellers who find it too tedious and expensive to sail 


20,000 kilometres halfway around the world — bird flight line, of course. Pas- 
sengers could fly off in almost any direction to arrive near New Zealand, which 
is not far from the Antipodes, after half a circumnavigation of the globe from 
Germany. That's why Air New Zealand offers relatively cheap round-the-world 
flights, which are a journey to the land of the kiwi with disembarkation at inter- 
mediate stops. 


By the way, ‘kiwi’ does not stand for the kiwi fruit, as some think, which 
was actually called Chinese gooseberry, a name not effective for advertising at 
the time of Mao's Cultural Revolution, so New Zealand renamed its export hit 
after the small flightless bird that is considered a symbol of the country. 
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Judging by the nocturnal bawling in the centre (around midnight to two 
o'clock), there is already a lot going on here. There was a wide range of night 
scenes, from loud threats to emptying bottles, whereupon gents got into a taxi 
with ladies who arrived later. 


14.12. 
As usual, I daydream about things that never happen — not to me. 


I am typing in bed, the woman above me is the last to sleep. Having 
returned from breakfast, she lies awake. I ask about plans for New Year's Eve, 
tell her about the festival for which there is no shuttle bus or public transport, so 
I don't know if I will get there. We talk about travelling in New Zealand. She 
will unfortunately fly back tomorrow, to Germany. I change languages, get into 
my stride, talk about languages, the importance of the mother tongue for a 
writer like me, which I can't just change because it is my instrument, means of 
expression, in a way soul. Then I talk about the advantage for creative work, 
which succeeds much better in one's own language than in semi-skilled ones, in 
which one can rather express prefabricated, i.e. not new, thoughts. As soon as 
things got difficult, Einstein switched back to German throughout his life. 


This is where I come to talk about language denial, about diversity, using 
gastronomy as an example, the Bihun soups, the recipe for which a sailor 
brought back from his voyages. Today, he would no longer have a basis for 
business. Restaurants in the hands of immigrants have taken a whole area out of 
our hands. Instead of tarte flambée in every town, we have pizzerias, although 
our version is more original. Socially, what happens to the ethnic group that 
once lived here is what happens to languages that retreat from being a universal 
language for everything over generations until they become useless, ridiculed 
and abandoned altogether, as happened to a Slavic language island. We are 
going through the same process, at the end of which belongs the disappearance 
of a language that has made itself superfluous. We are already barely able to 
find expressions in our own language for newly invented things. 


Socially, we are also constantly narrowing our sphere of action. This is the 
exact opposite of diversity: our possibilities are dwindling. There are billions of 
Asians and Africans, many more than Europeans. Their peoples will still exist 
in the distant future, with descendants who resemble them. Only we are doing 
away with ourselves. If our ancestors were to travel from the past to the future 
in a time machine, they would not recognise the future inhabitants as their own 
descendants and would sadly realise that they had toiled for us in vain. 


About earthquakes in Christchurch, I come to talk about traditional building 
methods that survived earthquakes well. Roman arches and buildings shake; 
afterwards, the stones tighten by themselves due to their weight. Mosaics also 
survived. Only where they had been concreted in ‘or protection’ did they break 
away and were destroyed. In India, two old towers stood close together, so 
slender that a man could push them apart with his hands. They then swung. 
These towers survived a violent earthquake. Entire new quarters of reinforced 
concrete construction, on the other hand, were flattened. Our half-timbered 
houses were also an optimal compromise, becoming as stable as possible with 
as little material as possible (wooden beams). Diagonal beams could absorb 
transverse shocks during earthquakes. Scientists even wanted to imitate this in 
cement to build more earthquake-resistant. Moreover, the trusses were as 
individual as a fingerprint and beautiful: each house was different, with its own 
patterns. The beams were taken as they grew, originally with natural arches. So 
each house had a soul, its own character. 


Dubai, made rich by oil, transformed in just a few years from a nomadic life 
with camels into swanky hypermodernity, is the largest construction site for 
skyscrapers I have seen anywhere in the world. They may be building more 
skyscrapers in one city at the same time than all of Europe. But road bridges 
and drawbridges were built on central single stilts of concrete piers — not even 
two, one on the left, one on the right, as is usually the case here. All it takes is a 
small earthquake to make these single central struts skew and everything 
collapses. 


She worked on a farm with horses for two months, travelled the North 
Island well, but wants to come back for the South Island. She doesn't use 
Facebook anymore, otherwise we would probably have connected digitally 
there. She thinks it's useless. For me, too, it was a waste of time. 


On my first leg northwards, I already used the Kiwi Experience Bus, but 
more as a kind of scheduled bus. Because the routes were so short, I had little 
contact with the travelling community, which I only joined from Auckland 
southwards. Once on the way, a young woman came to sit next to me who 
looked like goamusic and really did listen to such music; I chatted with her 
about festivals and a goa I was considering visiting in New Zealand. She did not 
reply to my email later. 
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Whangarei 


Whangarei is an ‘undiscovered gem’, and I hope not to ruin it by being menti- 
oned. It's a real city in the far north, attracting many people who want to be 
warm in winter, or what passes for warm here. In the southern hemisphere, all 
the signs are reversed. When the sun is in the north, it's warm. The moon waxes 
when it looks like a written ‘a’ and wanes when it resembles a German ‘3’ 
exactly the opposite of the rule at home: abnehmend (waning), gunehmend 
(waxing). I wonder if the whirls in the sink, which are usually moved in the 
same direction by the Coriolis force, also run laterally reversed? Further north it 
gets even warmer, but Paihia's high prices discourage people from buying a 
house and settling there. 


Largely unspoilt by tourism, there are beautiful things to see, but hardly any 
expensive programmes to get rid of your money. Instead, nice people meet here, 
including many who walk all over New Zealand, from the northern tip to the 
southern tip — or vice versa. Three such people were there with me. A US- 
American who liked to play chess' had started walking southwards from Cape 
Reinga, with equipment for four to five days, which it can sometimes take to 


1 Awild, aggressive chess. I beat him, in the “most defensive game I've ever 
played”, as he said. 
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reach a settlement. That adds up to a lot of weight. He had injured his foot, 
limping around in a protective shoe; the toe of the other foot also had a plaster. 
He cured his injury here for a few weeks. 


An Australian had overloaded or injured his knee; it was swollen and had to 
be rested. He was the first of the three back on the road. A beautiful blonde New 
Zealand girl with sweet doe-eyes also walked from the northern tip to the 
southern tip — although Cape Reinga is not the northernmost tip because the tip 
of the island does not run exactly north. She was fine, but her backpack was 
damaged and had to be repaired. She also seemed to like the place and the 
company, so she extended her stay every day or two. Unfortunately, she was 
vegan and only wanted to ‘chat’ now and then; she listened, then ran away and 
listened in on others. A man dreams of such a girl who is interested. To my 
regret, I left without having her email. But two others who had given it to me 
never replied later. 


Nice and philosophical conversations I had here, chess games. It's a place 
where mind versus party is still most likely to prevail. So, dear party people! 
There is little to party about here. Please continue by bus to Paihia where you 
can truly enjoy partying. Don't spoil my Whangarei. The rest of you: Feel free 
to drop by. I used to live in a former prison that had been converted into a hostel 
for backpackers. Cell doors were scratched with messages about who was here. 
However, I refrained from scratching a “Jan Deichmohle was here” into dun- 
geon walls. Some people would have deliberately taken that the wrong way and 
said that I had been serving time in New Zealand. :-P 


12 


17.12. 


After mostly friendly encounters in Auckland, the first stay on the road in 
Whangarei, off the beaten tourist track, initially brought the usual bitchy girls. 
One French girl herself said “I don't want to be rude”, but she prefers to type. At 
that moment I didn't even try to talk to her. They greet others in an extremely 
friendly manner, although they don't bring anything intellectually, don't have 
any interesting topics, just everyday phrases. 


Those who deserve interest, support and affection for new thoughts receive 
nothing of the sort. Those who have not earned it, but are in fashion, get it 
thrown at them. As usual, it goes exactly the wrong way round. 
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18.12. 

The French woman told me that she comes from a university town where 
students shape the city. I reply in French that I studied in a similar city in Ger- 
many. Now she is friendly and we get on well, but not for long. Because then 
the following happened: 


A young lad resonates with stories about India. He wants to travel there to 
find himself. The myth of beatniks and hippies, later cult gurus, seems to live 
on in some people. I tell what Europeans in youth movements have been 
looking for and reading into India since the post-war period, but which sharply 
contradicts the culture there and their view of Europeans. ‘Hippie’ is still a dirty 
term in India today. At that time, it was said that the technical-scientific West 
should join forces with the spiritual East for a golden future. Flower children 
wanted to escape the materialism of their society, sought a lost naturalness in 
India, but at the same time a chaotic, formless life, whereas the natural life of 
India in particular was deeply marked by clear cultural forms. 


We have swapped sides; today children and young people there are more 
diligent than with us, adults are more materialistic. Even in the temple, puja is 
done for the fulfilment of material desires. 


On an Indian train, I saw an infant being given a plastic toy in the shape of 
a telephone. It had big buttons with letters and numbers. If you pressed a 
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button, a childish voice would utter the letter or number. This was how toddlers 
were supposed to start learning writing and numbers. Indian back streets where 
boys used to play cricket are deserted now — except for street dogs — because 
everyone now has to study diligently for exams. Those who cannot prove that 
they can write, read and do simple arithmetic are not even allowed to start 
school — my grandmother discouraged me from learning writing and numbers 
so that I would not be bored later at school, where it was supposed to be 
learned. The pressure to perform has become immense, whereas we have 
become lax, advocating a carefree childhood, taking pressure off children to 
perform, teaching them more (politically ‘correct’) attitudes than facts and 
scientific methods, which had been the classical task of teaching. 


There are regular reports in Indian newspapers of students not daring to go 
home after exams because not everyone can be in the top 20 per cent. (Just as it 
is impossible for all men to be in the top 20 per cent popular with women; no 
amount of effort can ever reduce the number of male losers of female choice or 
avoid men becoming losers by it. The effort only has the effect of raising the 
standards and demanding even more effort from everyone.) 


Whereas in the past there was talk of the ‘spiritual East and scientific West’, 
this seems to have been reversed: The East has become more industrious, tech- 
nology-oriented and purposeful than the West, which is mired in green, anti- 
technology esotericism and feminist myths that are a very poor parody of real 
culture, religion or logic. 


All it took was one sentence about the decline in school and university 
standards and the bogging down in modern ideologies such as feminism and 
pro-migration, which are now taught instead of neutral material, to make the 
unfriendly French feminist go ballistic. Feminism remains taboo, criticising it 
blows up a conversation, makes women go through the roof, men cowardly 
steal away. Before I could say anything about the crass materialism of today's 
Indian middle and upper classes, the young man, who wants to go to India soon 
to learn something about himself, grinned and went outside. 


Around me laughter and obviously mocking remarks, while I replied to the 
objections of the French woman, already unfriendly to me at first, who showed 
all the typical elements of feminist debates and insulted me as a ‘typical old 
white man’ who supposedly troubled women like her ‘so much’: 

Emotionality: She feels affronted when someone thinks differently than she 
feels fitting and prescribed. 

Insinuation: She invents all kinds of absurd positions that have never been 
expressed, but which feminists often insinuate against opponents in debates. 
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Personal defamation, ad hominem: She asks about my age and sweepingly 
insults (white) men who are older. One could just about punish this legally as 
discrimination against a person on the basis of sex, race and age. It is generally 
strictly forbidden, unless it is feminists who do it. Then it is seen as a legitimate 
means of putting down dissenters and distracting from the complete lack of any 
logical argument. 


A US-American (the one with the injured foot) then tried in his own way to 
mediate in her favour. As always, he relied just as much on the ideological cate- 
gory of ‘equality’, even though feminism has been shown to have increased in- 
equality in all areas. In such debates, it is lost that in the face of significant bio- 
logical differences, an invocation of ‘equality’ must end in a grossly unequal 
and male-discriminating imbalance. 


His argument: There couldn't be a right to procreation because it required 
the cooperation of others, i.e. it violated the rights of others. Therefore, procre- 
ation could not be a human right. 


First of all, this does not change the glaring imbalance and inequality of the 
sexes: all the burden of selection is on the male, who serves as the filter of evo- 
lution. Structurally, the male sex is at a disadvantage; society imposes far higher 
and more dangerous burdens on it. No feminist has ever wanted to change this 
injustice; feminist waves from the first to the present have deliberately and 
systematically expanded female dominance, in particular massively increasing 
female only choice through sexual selection and abolishing anything that might 
help men win such choice. 


Moreover, his objection is illogical. Can there also be no human right to 
have food, because that would require the cooperation of farmers and the 
wealthy, violating the fundamental rights of those very farmers and wealthy to 
deal with their food and wealth as they see fit? The same argument could be 
used to overturn any right of any human being. The explanation: feminism is a 
‘sacred cow’, so illogical feints and emotional defences are used to defend it. 
By the same line of reasoning, there should be no right to education, because 
that would burden a group of people who have to cooperate and take action for 
such education, compromising their right to choose freely. 


The French feminist brought the typical argumentation patterns besides the 
usual wild insults and outbursts “Do you want to enslave women like in the 
past?” and similar nonsense. Let us examine their awesomeness. 
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“There can be no right to procreate because the earth is overpopulated. Pro- 
creation endangers survival.” 


This argument is particularly popular and drastic; it follows the following 
scheme: 


1. if they are women, they immediately contradict themselves, because 
women should of course have the right to bear children if they so wish. In the 
case of women, they fight for such a right. But white heterosexual men should 
not be given the same right! 


2. europeans should avoid procreation as far as possible, because every 
child more harms the world and increases CO? emissions (whereas the climate 
change of our interglacial period is probably not caused by humans, as quasi- 
religiously claimed, but depends far more on much greater cosmic forces). 


3. big clamour! We don't have enough children in Europe! There are not 
enough pensioners to pay for the pensions of the ageing population. 


4. Because European women are talked out of motherhood by feminism, 
there are too few children in Europe. This cheats many women of their deepest 
needs and feminine instincts, makes them dissatisfied, which drives them 
further into the arms of feminism, which pretends to do something about the 
deep dissatisfaction they have caused. Instead, Europe is inviting millions of 
people, many of them Muslims, who could become the majority and end our 
freedoms. It is more profitable to come to us than to build their own country at 
home and take girls from their homeland who were born there enough for them, 
whereas in our country they are scarce. Many of our men don't get any, but have 
to pay for it with hard work and taxes. 

That is why our few children now have to feed not only many old people, 
but also a future foreign majority, many of whom despise our values and prefer 
to live according to Sharia law. Their offspring will also be largely on our 
backs, but will take our girls — whereas approaching their women can be life- 
threatening for us. 


5. our aid to Africa, the Orient and other regions enables and rewards the 
population explosion there, thus causing problems for them and for us. The 
same is done by the absurd asylum and immigration policy, which feeds failed 
male surplus, rewards the too high birth rate financially with enormous 
payments and fuels it further. Instead of solving problems, such grotesque 
policies exacerbate them. 
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6. within a few decades, Muslims could be in the majority in Sweden, 
France and Germany, take power in elections because we naturalise everyone 
who comes here for no reason, and introduce Sharia law, which is already 
beginning to happen step by step. Thus, all the freedoms that Europe has built 
up in 2500 years of civilisation will be ruined forever within a few decades, 
with feminists already strongly supporting such demands. 


7. that's the awesomeness of feminism. Thank you for destroying the 
western civilization and all its liberties forever. 


Never in history has the whole of society, epochs and generations been so 
misled as by feminism, whose distortions dwarf both fascism and communism. 


The entire audience, who listened attentively as I spoke about the misunder- 
standing of European seekers from the beatniks to hippies to the present day, 
was completely lost just because a taboo subject had been mentioned in a subor- 
dinate clause, triggering a politically incorrect debate that then drew giggles and 
similarly silly behaviour. 
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A beautiful, recommendable path leads out of the village along the stream 
through the rainforest to the waterfall. 


One of the guests was a Samoan who said that he had a German ancestor, 
which was usually not believed; incidentally, the native culture was better 
preserved in the once imperial part of Samoa, where there was bilingual 
education and the local culture was cultivated, than in the US part. 


«On the whole, it can be concluded that German rule saved Samoan society 
from losing its traditions too quickly. To this day, Western Samoa is clearly 
different from most other island states in the South Seas in a positive way.» 
(Spiegel 2008) 


Now it is time to say goodbye. 


2 _ http://www.spiegel.de/einestages/deutsche-kolonialgeschichte-a-946982.html 
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Paihia 


Paihia Paihia is called “Bay of Islands” in New Zealand, and is referred to by 


some as New Zealand's “Byron Bay”. However, it is quite different. Despite a 
latitude comparable to Sydney, it is much colder when the sun is not shining. It 
has mostly short-term tourists who take expensive tours and disappear again, 
while Byron Bay is a busy town, also home to many Australians - including an 
exhippie who was responsible for the rock music of the hippies in Goa in the 
flower child days of the 1960s/1970s and retired to Byron Bay after being 
displaced by mass tourism and Goa psytrance. 


In Paihia, on the other hand, there are: tourists, backpackers, a few people 
who stay here longer because they have found work to finance their trip, some 
Maori and European locals who live from tourism. You do your programme 
here — there are many ways to get rid of your money ‘coolly’ — drive to the 
northwest end of New Zealand (the real North Cape is inaccessible) and then 
back again. Here, of all places, I want to stay longer and get through Christmas. 
Let's see how that will work out. 
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A beautiful path leads, first along the beach, to Opua, where it is possible to 
cross the strait to Russell by car ferry for a dollar - the ferry from Paihia costs 
NZ$15. Afterwards, the path leads up the hillside and offers good views of the 
branching bay. 


in, Toit 
ale 
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This tree also blossoms for you in Paihia: 


Many excursions, some e of them expensive, can be miade from Paihia. There 
is much to see on the way to Cape Reinga at the tip of the island, but this is not 
the northernmost point or North Cape, which lies to one side and is not 
accessible by road. 


There is a beautiful path through forest and mangrove swamps to a rather 
inconspicuous waterfall: 
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Insertion: The Development of Goa Music 


Bere I should weave in the story of the self-proclaimed “Love Generation” 


in Goa, which I had pieced together from many life stories of people who had 
been in Goa in the 1960s, 1970s or 1980s and told to the people on the Kiwi 
bus. 

When the first hippies came to Goa in the 1960s, the beach was empty, as if 
untouched. Jungle grew right up to the sand. There was nothing except an 
occasional fishing village where boats and nets were pulled by hand into the sea 
and ashore. There was no electricity yet. At night it was so dark that flower 
children walked with oil lamps to avoid stumbling into pits. Nevertheless, it 
could happen that they walked past their own hut, tent or sleeping bag in the 
darkness. 


Back then, the full moon parties were invented by them and became fa- 
mous. The first generation of hippies met on the beach with bongos, guitars, 
flutes, or whatever small instruments they had, sang and made music with their 
hands. For them, partying meant talking — often about philosophical topics, 
which gave rise to spiritual and esoteric movements — taking LSD or magic 
mushrooms to go on a “journey” to learn about themselves or their relationship 
to the world, or to come clean with themselves. More notorious and known only 
to initiates were love ins, where sex and LSD came together. 


There are rumours of The Who performing in Goa when they were already 
losing their lustre in Europe because fashion had changed, many people had 
become visibly tired of failing utopias. Others say the Who simply donated 
amplifiers and music equipment. In the meantime, electricity had reached Goa's 
shores — the country had been Portuguese a few years before the arrival of the 
first flower children, then occupied by the more numerous Indian army, with the 
Portuguese retreating without a fight because it was futile and their time had 
obviously run out. The gap left by the Portuguese was the gateway for the 
flower children. For as crazy as they usually seemed to Indians, they came from 
the same continent as the Portuguese who had just been expelled and naturally 
left a void in the economy and psyche. 


This was probably the reason why the hippies, often derided in other parts 
of India, were able to gain a foothold in Goa. At that time, buses carrying wor- 
kers from Indian factories went on short excursions to Goa, whose main attrac- 
tion for (male) Indian workers were the naked bathing hippie girls at whom 
they gazed in amazement. Such things were unimaginable in traditional and 
moral India. 
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After electrification and with amplifiers allegedly donated by the Who — 
whose song “Magic Bus” described the trek of flower children in buses to India 
and Kathmandu, eponymous for a forerunner of New Zealand's Kiwi Experi- 
ence buses — Goa's beach was visibly changed in the 1970s. There, dropouts no 
longer drummed and sang acoustically, but roared loud rock music with electric 
guitars, which did not suit hippies of the first phase at all. Their seemingly 
idyllic peace on the lonely beach was disturbed. Electric noise and acoustic 
sprinkling was exactly what they had fled from the West — now it caught up 
with them here, in their own circles. They had wanted to find themselves in 
peace and quiet, without being influenced by media such as television and 
radio, which flood us with preconceived ideas, but also without other technical 
noise. It was reported that some stole the annoying noise machines and hid 
them in order to have their peace. But progress cannot be stopped, certainly not 
by a few dropouts. The old hippies grumbled and moved to more distant 
beaches that were ‘not yet so spoiled’. 


The second generation of flower children now took the stage with “rock 
music adapted to the tropical environment”, as Steve Madras (nickname) said, 
who was in charge of the music system. Something was also happening with 
drugs: harder drugs and abuse were on the increase, causing problems. The life 
attitude of this electrical ‘love generation’, as they adulatory called themselves, 
lasted only for a short time; soon the hippies of the second phase had a similar 
fate as those of the first. For fashion had changed quickly in the Occident. 
Disco rhythms took over.In the beginning, especially in France and Germany, 
people experimented with electronic sounds that were still woozy at the time. A 
Frenchman spoiled a Spooky Tooth record by playing some pretty grotesque 
noises on the master tape. Malicious tongues allege that people went on a bad 
trip while listening to this record and got stuck. Realistic tongues claim that this 
arbitrary intervention by the Frenchman in their record contributed to the break- 
up of the group, whose second album Spooky 2 is revered by followers as an 
insider tip. 


Both the widespread disco rhythms and the weird sound experiments also 
spilled over into Goa. Suddenly, more fashionable people had the bigger and 
louder equipment; the audience defected to them, and the moon parties to 
roaring guitars were over. Love, acid, sex & rock'n roll had had their day. For 
Steve Madras, this was an existential crisis, as he reported. The familiar hippie 
life that had been his and other dropouts' purpose in life was over. He left for 
Byron Bay, the big brother of little Paihia. 
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With the new rhythms and sounds, the third generation of psychedelic 
flower children emerged. For the influences of the first two phases were still 
strong enough. People like Goa Gil mixed Indian sounds, hippie motifs with the 
new bass rhythms and electronic sounds to create a new style called Goa or Goa 
Trance after its place of origin. Once again, the full moon parties changed, now 
taking their present form as they are still held by a scene all over the world. 


Steve Madras told me in Byron Bay that the music of the second phase (like 
that of the first) had been lost; he had recorded music on magnetic tapes, but 
they had either been stolen or completely lost during his numerous moves. 


The third generation Goa seems to have a drinking problem; digitally, I 
knew an “InvestTrance” who wrote to me from Goa where he had a motorbike 
and a shack. After he thought he was halfway over a liver ailment, he treated 
himself to a Goa holiday, which he wrote was a mistake. After that, he waited 
for a donor liver. A little later, he did not get in touch again; all contact addres- 
ses have been dead since then. 


21.12. 

After nice conversations in Whangarei, away from the places in the tourist 
programme, I arrived in Paihia yesterday. (The rating shows how the location 
and rating of Whangarei quickly improved after an initial slump.) Constant 
noise of music, mindless tootling from morning till night, snotty show-offs. 
Instead of a friendly smile yesterday, another reaction like “Oops, who's that?”. 
Spoiled women, that's how it goes. 


At breakfast, two German girls gave their leftover breakfast things, which 
they couldn't take with them, to a boy. My “Are you leaving already today?” 
was not answered; they just looked at each other meaningfully. That's not just 
rude, it's hostile behaviour at the site of the party and constant warbling. It is the 
toxic reality behind supposed cheerfulness. My first reaction: I feel excluded 
and find their mood repulsive. I still have the image of the nice, young blonde 
New Zealand girl from Christchurch in my mind's eye, who wants to walk 
through New Zealand and had her broken backpack repaired in Whangarei. 
Unfortunately, I didn't ask for an email from her. She had a friendly smile, but 
always wanted to chat with people, nothing more. She would have been a sweet 
girl if she hadn't been so strictly vegan and esoteric, which would have made it 
difficult to be together. Instead, beastly bangers here — that was my first 
impression of party people who didn't react to me. What a contrast! 


Everyone said Paihia was beautiful. I experienced it the other way round: I 
had exchanged nice acquaintances for cold strangers in a party mood. 
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24.12. 

Christmas. Nothing is black and white; there are sensible and nice people 
here, too, but the party crowd dominates. When I greet people as usual, I often 
get no response at all instead of a friendly smile and a reply, especially from 
young women in party circles, some of whom make obscene noises late in the 
evening; instead, some look at each other. Rejecting me — that is the background 
of apparent amusement. Some conversations are nice, but the rounds are more 
closed than in Whangarei. There too, there were some negative tones and 
bitching, but not tone-setting like here. 


Some Maori kindly asked about the curved “moustache”, which seemed 
“French” to them. Maori women in particular asked. The other day, someone 
also spoke to me in Spanish. Today, however, on Christmas Eve, I was ap- 
proached by a group of mostly men who let out the following slogan: “Look at 
this boy — Hitler”. The ultimate insult for Germans. They laughed dirty, then 
walked diagonally across the marketplace of Pahia, which is empty today, and 
kept turning to look at me, continuing to laugh dirty. Just obnoxious people. If I 
were from another nation, it would be embarrassing for them. But with Ger- 
mans it is considered acceptable; we are not allowed to have a backbone. 


Merry Christmas, in a place with negative undertones, of all places. I am 
now booked here for eight days, only four in Whangarei, where I found it nicer. 


27.12. 

On Christmas Eve, a German woman who works with her group at the 
hostel for backpackers surprisingly invited me to join her group. However, I 
was quickly left out of the conversation and initially caught little of the conver- 
sation in English slang. 


After this nice gesture and superficial greetings, everything was the same as 
before: loud, garish and sometimes crude bar talk with which young men ap- 
peal. Intellectual outreaches, which even the PuA in Berlin liked, got complete- 
ly lost. They do not fit into the noisy superficiality of party and pub talk. A PuA 
had told me not to open with such thoughtful sentences, that I would scare 
women away. In conversation, however, they were a hammer; with that, a girl 
would be hooked and as good as won. Well, there he is overconfident and opti- 
mistic, like the rough party talk here. 


I have observed how it goes: The women's choice here is even more direct 
than usual. Usually the woman chooses secretly or unconsciously, but lets men 
make the first moves. Here it is flat and direct. Only once did I see a young man 
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of the ‘staff’ squeeze himself onto the bench next to a girl (who had gotten me 
into the Christmas Eve round, with a 'Hey Sexy’, which didn't mean anything). 
He clearly rested his hand on her shoulder, but his glare was not returned. Later, 
the girl left not only me, but also him, sitting on the benches and scurried to her 
favourite, smiling. Several more girls I saw throwing themselves around their 
favourite youth's neck for hugs or kisses. They would get a hug or a kiss, so to 
speak, but then coolly dash on to work or their rounds. Hours later they were 
back with their favourites. 


It seems to be basically just going that way around here: The Tuareg model. 
Preference is given to young men with shallow, superficial conversations that 
are considered funny. My mind is completely lost here. When I let go of my 
philosophical thoughts like “Life is a journey. From place to place, or in the 
mind, such as in books” or “Each book is a world of its own”, the girl paused 
only briefly, but then turned wordlessly to the pub and party chatter. Casting 
pearls before swine! Here, alcohol-drinking loudmouths qualify greatly for 
superficial everyday chatter; a thinker and a poet is considered nothing. Even 
the prestige of being an ‘artist’ is given to the wrong ones. Opposite me sat a 
Frenchman with a laptop. A girl jumped up to him “You are an artist! Even here 
you sit and make art!” Yet the lad had only post-processed a photo he had taken 
with his camera to make it shinier, in the typical kitsch postcard style of 
winning over customers with almost impossible colours in nature, achieved by 
filtering and post-processing. 


Unlike this expert button pusher - that's all it takes for holiday photos — I'm 
really an artist, hard working, just finished writing my sixteenth book here in 
this hostel — not counting unfinished scripts. No girl comes jumping to me to 
call me an artist or to praise me for my real diligence. For the Frenchman sat 
apart for perhaps an hour; I for whole days, years, decades. In my books there is 
real work, spirit, thought in every sentence. He just presses the shutter release. 
The rest is done by technology. He also complained that he found it difficult to 
find his way around the image editing programme. A real expert! I'm not a 
photo artist, but I haven't complained about difficulties in dealing with image 
editing. Well, women are always radically unfair. Those who can't do anything 
are praised and idolised as artists. Those who can and do something are shat 
upon and treated like dirt. Women's choice. Feminism. Everyday life. 


It's not just because of age, because it was the same when I was a teenager 
as it is today. I get completely lost in such loud, self-confident but hollow party 
talk. I have no idea what is supposed to be interesting about their chatter. To me 
it's just empty talk. To them, I'm excruciatingly boring. 
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That's how those women who are ready for a flirt regularly hook up with 
party animals, bar talkers, masters of superficial blah blah. 


By 25.12., Christmas Day here, I was already completely shut out again. A 
lot of people were sitting on the benches in front of the hostel with a feast. I 
didn't belong anywhere, hadn't prepared, shopped and cooked with the others, 
because I wasn't part of a group, and didn't get anywhere either. The five- 
minute miracle of yesterday did not repeat itself. The girl who had invited me 
into the round is now ignoring me again, but beams at a guy in her round and 
often jumps to him. It's the same with almost all the couples I see here. The 
guys are cool, do nothing. The girl she prefers rushes over to them every now 
and then. Never to me, of course. Natural law, so to speak. 


The two couples I didn't see anything like that with are probably travelling 
together, i.e. they have a steady relationship. They are past the phase of such 
games. 


It's a bit harsh here, because normally men have to work hard and make an 
effort to make an acquaintance. Here they can just give up, because any effort is 
pointless anyway when women are the only ones choosing. If you're unlucky, 
you're unlucky. End of the call. 


Today, 27.12.: A typical, everyday situation. Two girls at the next table 
greeted me back, but looked away. When they looked in my direction, they 
sweetly smiled past me at a dark-skinned man with dreadlocks. A typical situa- 
tion. The additional displacement caused by immigrant male surplus is also evi- 
dent here: On the beach I saw several couples of the type: He black (African), 
she white. He Muslim, she white with presumably Christian or atheist back- 
ground. He dark (Asian or Polynesian), she white. But never the other way 
round! They take our women but give none back. Those Muslims whose 
women sit here veiled are likely to punish attempts at rapprochement violently. 


New Zealand may not know it yet because development here is still in its 
infancy, but it is obvious: NZ is building up the same problems that will soon 
cause Sweden, France, Belgium and Germany to collapse. With the time lag of 
a few decades, it will crash here too. The enthusiasm of humanity-drunk wel- 
come clapping will also lead to civil war-like decay here. The piercing glances 
of unproven Asian and Muslim male surplus are unmistakable. Their attempts at 
friendship are clearly intentional. There are not enough young women, so native 
men are increasingly being pushed out. Immigration politicians have brought a 
demographic bomb into the country that will explode at some point. 
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My holiday was pointless. I should rather have apprenticed with the PuA of 
Berlin. Only the visit of an activist could turn things around, if they should 
actually publish some of my books in English. 


Still 27.12.. I have been observing for several days and have refrained from 
judging, because I did not yet know how to interpret the signs of the scene here. 
A girl from Argentina seems new to me; she has already made friends with a 
US-American with whom I had talked about alternative philosophy and my 
books. He seems to be vegan and so on. She stepped right in front of him 
several times and glanced at him from very close. It almost looked like a 
couple. A guy with a hippie mane is the object of attraction for a slightly brown 
girl (exception, according to her demeanour but not an immigrant) who throws 
herself around his neck several times a day and kisses him mouth to mouth. He 
is cool and passive. Here, everything comes from the girls, or nothing at all. 


The little Argentinean girl also seems fascinated by the French master of 
pressing buttons, who, apart from pushing the shutter release, has a talent for 
mixing the batter for crépes, which he demonstratively shows to two women. 
The other enthusiastic girl is German, who talks to me at most barely. As usual. 
Those who are praised for finding the trigger, who are young and skilled in 
hollow talk, are approached by the ladies, adored and praised. Others should 
scram: No chance, but plenty of no chance at all. Usual procedure. That's life: 
feminist and unfair. The Argentinean girl writes down his recipe on her mobile 
phone. She tries to understand his heavily French-tinted bad English; she 
doesn't understand my more fluent English. This too is as usual. Others are 
preferred and understood. 


In such party cliques, predictably mediocre people are the big heroes, 
whereas losers can be as original as they want: nothing works. They are just 
losers. For whatever reason. Inexplicable female choice. Everywhere equally 
wrong, blind and harmful. 


In my 6-person dormitory, there has also been a young woman from Eng- 
land for days, who has come here for a year. With her tiger-checked dress and 
perfume deodorant, which she sprays on in the room, she is clearly on the look- 
out for men, and is already doing well in the hostel clique. Party in a big bath- 
tub with alcoholic drinks. She ignores me, of course, doesn't look at me. I don't 
matter in this society. That's how it always was, that's how it always will be. 
Fun is what the others have and they don't want me. These are the abysses of 
the fun society. 
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That's how I could describe girl after girl here. Either already hooked up, or 
on the way there, or inaccessible — for people like me, of course, always. I am 
boring. My books are boring. My philosophy is boring. My ideas are not boring 
at all, but they don't fit here. I am never fashionable. 


28.12. 

The girls in the hostel, many of them German, talk to their new friends, 
except for me of course. With me, there is either no reaction or just meaningless 
brief phrases of civility. I am dismissed with at best polite platitudes. 


At best, I can be an interesting person beyond their interest group, but not 
be considered as a man. At the latest then the sexual selection, the filter, strikes 
and filters me out. 
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Auckland — There And Back Again 
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The way out of the north horn (“far north”) leads southwards via Auckland, lo- 


cated at a narrow point of the island. 

Actually, I had planned the trip so that I could visit a Goa festival from 29/30 
December — 2 January , which a girl had told me about on the way there 
because she wanted to attend it. However, stormy rain was forecast, I didn't 
have a tent, there was no shuttle bus or public transport to a remote patch of 
‘untouched nature’. To make matters worse, I had caught a cold and was more 
interested in contact with people I might see again later. So I rebooked to start 
my bus trip south over New Year. 


29.12. 

Since my hair is short again, so I'm more likely to be considered by average 
women and girls, but have lost the advantage of belonging to their scene with a 
minority, I more often see a typical reaction: a twisting of the corners of the 
mouth, often first one, then the other, or a snort to actively signal their massive 
disinterest or almost anti-interest at a long distance. 


At the hostel, the strange thing continues. Unlike when I first arrived, where 
I had nice conversations, I notice distancing. Yesterday, a bunch of chickens 
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from England had stayed in my room. I have never seen such messy girls in the 
bunch. There was hardly room on the floor for my two rucksacks or for me to 
step on, because they had unfolded their suitcases there, along with parts of the 
contents, and rummaged around for a long time. Never before have I seen the 
floor of a common room covered up like that. Even the wastepaper basket was 
transformed into a tower of rubbish. In the door lock outside stuck a key that 
the British lady of the obvious lower class had forgotten. 


Today, an Asian woman had moved in across the room and did not return 
my greeting. That was quite rude. Later in the evening, she was no longer 
staying in the room at all, but in her place was an Asian man who now plays 
guitar and sings in the room at 10pm. Later he was very friendly; when I asked 
if he needed the light, he immediately drew the curtains of his own accord. 


What's going on? That's what I've been asking myself since I was a teen- 
ager. All it takes is some a*hole to start a nasty rumour and I'm isolated and 
without a chance. For example, if someone detonates a mental atom bomb of 
slander, e.g. “He's so skinny, he must have AIDS!”, then no woman in this town 
will want to talk to you again. Character assassination is so easy. Finding some- 
thing nasty to say is just as easy, and especially mean characters (feminists and 
men who resonate with such women) have exactly such rotten ideas on a 
regular basis. Those who are lousy themselves magically attract lousy thoughts. 
Those who can't do anything can break others. 


Probably just coincidences at the moment. But I'm still thinking about what 
actually used to be going on. When I read in the diary, my friends used to be 
just as perplexed as I was decades ago. “I have no idea why girls rejected you 
back then. Very strange,” Jecke, a main character in my first book, told me, 
written in a scribbling pad on the way: “Contemporary Witness: Journey to the 
South” Like today, I recorded impressions, conversations and thoughts. At that 
time, they were my first writing attempts, in which my writing style developed. 
If only the fellow, who of course has a different name in real life, knew that I 
still experience the same today! I had given him my book, printed on a dot- 
matrix printer and then duplicated in a copy shop, stapled myself with clamps 
and tape. “Why do you call me Jecke?” he complained decades ago, ,,everyone 
can recognise me by that!” Today he has lost my books during one of his many 
moves, but still remembers them clearly. 
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Hot Water Beach 


This place is characterised by water. In the volcanic area, this water first seeps 


into glowing hot layers of earth, then rises as hot steam and becomes hot water 
that mixes with seawater on the beach. At low tide, the sand can be dug away 
with shovels, whereupon the hot water seeps into the hollows and, diluted with 
seawater, invites you to take a warm bath. 


Not far away is an idyllic beach with bizarre rocks in the water. One re- 
sembles a sculpture, an Egyptian sphinx, which a sculptor did not quite finish, 
leaving the work as a raw unhewn outline. Another is a platform from which 
swimmers jump into the water. One girl returned with a slightly scratched toe 
because her skin hit rocks when she climbed up. A rock gate, washed out by the 
sea, allows you to get from beach to beach. In the background, an enchanting 
jumble of sea arms, islands, single rocks jutting out of the water, trees clinging 
to steep rocky cliffs above, small boats, swimmers, seagulls and sea birds. Even 
a poet was walking around here, thinking more about writing books than about 
holiday pleasure, which is mostly for the others anyway. :he-who-sticks-out-his- 
tongue 
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30.12. 


In our school days, we read a book - which was certainly ‘politically cor- 
rect’ at that time — in which a story (“The wrong weight” or something like that) 
ended: “Throughout his life, he moved from place to place, because he could 
not bear to see the scales of justice go wrong anywhere for long.” That de- 
scribes my life. Every day I see the clockwork of female choice go wrong. 


Early in the morning I wait for the bus that will take us around both islands 
of the country for about two weeks. While I try to upload another book version 
with the already too weak network of my hostel opposite, which fails, new- 
comers engage in talking. 


A British man, apparently an expert in superficial self-promotion and ma- 
king small talk, approached a German girl (blonde, green-blue eyes, my dream). 
Immediately she blithely engaged in a conversation as nice a pie, the likes of 
which women have never had with me. A random superficial lad gets it thrown 
at him. She studies and lives in the Netherldnds. He does God knows what, but 
he is able to present it in a sympathetic voice. In addition, he has the advantage 
of his mother tongue, which makes self-expression easier. They got on together; 
he sat in the row in front of her and behind another young woman. He managed 
not only to continue the almost slimily friendly conversation with her, but also 
to address the one in front of him. He was already the cock of the walk. When 
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the bus driver sent us shopping for tomorrow, they were already a threesome on 
the road. 


I, on the other hand, have come to sit awkwardly between two couples and 
have no chance of conversation with unpaired women. Another German girl sits 
unresponsive two rows in front of me and strikes up a conversation with the 
Bavarian or Austrian in the following row. 


Coincidences? No, it's always been like this, since almost 50 years ago. Re- 
liably always the same games. Friendly as a honey pie to favourites, indifferent 
as shit to me. 


“And he moved from place to place all his life, because he couldn't stand to 
see the scales of justice go wrong anywhere for long.” 


The bus trip has already failed at the beginning of the first day, still in the 
departure town of Auckland. As with the party steam chatterers in Paihia, what 
matters here are meaningless, superficial phrases from the ‘right’ people: young 
airheads who are very conceited about their supposed abilities. 


In between, something practical. The bus driver telephones. We were sup- 
posed to be at the meeting point at 7:35 for a 7:50 departure. A traveller had 
managed to be there at 7:48. By this time the bus was already out of sight. The 
driver thought he was right, the passenger was also OK, and could well start his 
journey the next day on another bus. So watch out. Bus drivers like to be right. 
Even when his successor was later asked to switch off the air conditioner, which 
was always cooling the bus regardless of the rain and cold weather, the person 
who tried to interfere with the course of events was belittled. 


Within a short time, these successful twaddlers have attracted the attention 
of all accessible Western women. In their English slang, I barely get the themes. 


“He is like whooo”, “Oh, that's so awesome”, “So I thought wow, what's 
that?”’, “Oh, that's cool”, “He's like ‘Oh’...”. One then continued: “You tell me 
something about mathematics, and I will immediately forget it. You tell me any- 
thing stupid, and I will remember forever.” 


Good self-knowledge. That's just how they are, the chatterboxes: proud of 
being stupid, too stupid for mathematics, or in any case completely disinter- 
ested. Then he told about a ‘great film’ that was all about beer. With that he was 
the star: a nice, ‘smart’ youngster who has great subjects and is socially accep- 
ted. Other men praise him “I learnt something from you. You learnt something 
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from me. We are each other's teachers.” A nice phrase, but they only learnt stu- 
pid things. However, they qualified themselves before the women with ‘social 
competence’ by patting each other on the back during their erudite conversation 
about spiritual drinks. In contrast, I rank as a social loser because I don't know 
any beer movies and count for nothing in their circle. Intrasexual selection. 
Result: Getting kicked out by the intersexual selection that girls exercise. 


The girls swarm around them, walk with them only. I'm shunned from the 
start, don't belong to the round — as I have been for 50 years. When I open my 
mouth, they fall silent. The best topics and ideas, of the quality of my books, 
like the cultural chapters about Bali from “Chat-up”, disturb them. The girls 
don't even listen, start other conversations with their favourites talking bullshit 
about everyday topics: Beer, where to travel, silly sayings from anyone. Perso- 
nal rubbish. But that makes them popular, attracts all the women's attention. 
The British guy appeals to all the women here, is liked by all of them. He's 
never said anything clever. Some of them don't have any thoughts of their own, 
but he thinks he's a miracle of his education, maybe in the direction of a 
manager. He thinks he's a big shot. No ideas of his own, no original thoughts, 
no character. But popular and sociable. 


When I tell her cultural things about the country she has visited, she falls 
silent. Although she was there, she has no idea and doesn't want to know any- 
thing. This is a regulars' table for the intellectual lower class, to which almost 
everyone now belongs. Such women hate intelligent men, hate educated men, 
the former elite. Their eyes go demonstratively to the pub conversations. Blah 
blah blah. For three more weeks I must endure silliness without brain need, 
silliness rewarded with female affection. For mindless wimps get women, have 
fun and reproduce. The next generation will have pub idiots for fathers and silly 
chickens for mothers. The next generation will descend from idiots and be 
idiots themselves. 


Frauen verachten kreative Manner, vor allem, wenn diese ihnen tiberlegen 
sind. Solche Frauen begreifen nicht, was kreativ oder intelligent ist. Jene, die 
das Potential hatten, sind vom Feminismus verfiihrt und verachten mich noch 
mehr. Dem verbleibenden Rest bin ich unverstandlich und langweilig. 


Probably it's been like that since 1968, since the Cultural Revolution, or all 
my life. 


I rebooked. After a meeting with the local men's activist, who might be able 
to do something for my books, I return by bus as quickly as possible, without 
giving away places I paid for. If I hadn't booked a trip, I would go back even 
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earlier. I'd rather learn how it works in Berlin with the pick-up students than be 
a surplus outsider here. 


Only one Asian woman (Japanese) seemed to have a hint of understanding. 
Asia is more industrious today than the West. Intellect is more valid there today 
than in the crashed Occident. Hopelessly lost. 


Later I am ‘adopted’ by a small side group where there is still space. They 
ask if I would like to join them. There are nice substantive conversations here, 
about music and literature. At some point they move on to films and musicals, 
of which I have no idea. However, at some point a feminist background emer- 
ges when it was about the past. Unfortunately, this is often the case: The ‘intel- 
lectuals’ of whole generations have been appropriated by feminism. The rest are 
anti-intellectual. 


The big group with the many girls and young women first has what I call 
“pub talk’, where I don't find access. Then they play parlour games, including a 
knocking game. Double tapping changes the direction of circulation. Unfortuna- 
tely, Iam completely out. They do everything without me. On the very first day 
I notice clearly what the women think of me. They don't want me. As always. 
Wherever there is togetherness and flirting, I am outside, excluded, absolutely 
and totally. Only couples talk to me, because with them it is impossible for 
anything to happen, so there is no sexual selection. But wherever single women 
are present, the evolutionary filter strikes: the empty talkers are included, they 
are adored. People like me are out. 


The blonde German girl with blue-green eyes told she has a Dutch boy- 
friend, but has been here alone for three quarters of a year. Whatever that 
means: the British small talk expert (this doesn't mean the programming langu- 
age, but chatter) talks to all the women he comes next to, but not so much to the 
blonde German anymore. Maybe it's because she's really not available, which is 
why ‘experts’ don't get too involved with unattainable targets — or win them 
over by making themselves scarce, which makes them desirable so that girls are 
interested in them. In any case, a PuA would not waste time, or dig deeper into 
his bag of tricks. I'm always surprised at what flirtology can do — some masters 
of this technique indeed bang taken girls because they are able to manipulate 
the unconscious signals that women instinctively respond to. But if you haven't 
learnt this technique, you don't stand a chance. 


To make matters worse, I caught a cough in New Zealand that turns me into 
a scarecrow for birds or rather people. A dark figure, dressed in black, coughing 
on the lonely path at night. Already someone is afraid of me. Degraded to a 
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spectre. A dry cough that coughs up nothing is joined by a stomach problem. I 
become a burden for others. 


Observation: Within minutes, groups of previously strangers formed at the 
meeting point where they waited for the bus and started talking. I was not there 
right from the start. The Brit talks to everyone, especially women, knows the art 
of talking meaninglessly. “He knows the art of striking a conversation without 
content.” After only half an hour, he had already gathered two women around 
him, who talk to him in a friendly manner and stick to him. Just as quickly, 
people like me are coolly and unfriendly blocked by simply not engaging in 
conversation. The Briton immediately felt so great that when he returned from 
shopping for the trip, he picked up one of those big red and white striped 
warning cylinders and pretended to blow into it. That goes down well, is 
considered atmospheric, because he's just the big guy. He can afford to show 
off. 


Waitomo 
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Waitomo shines with beautiful grottos where glow worms are said to sit, for- 
ming Christmas-like strings of lights in stalactites. Unfortunately, there is an en- 
trance fee. At the time, however, I didn't know I was going to write a guide- 
book; I didn't have an advance at all, which is why the stingy poet saved the 
fees. :-P If you go along with everything that is offered for high prices, you 
quickly lose a lot of money, or have to earn some extra money through “work 
and travel”. At least I had a nice view from a cow hill, hunger because all the 
restaurants close at 21:00 (there are only two in this town), a New Year's Eve 
with a funny group of travellers and a thoughtful poet (me). 


31.12. 

The situation is getting worse. Yesterday I had short conversations with 
some of them. Today, I only get funny looks, as they are enraptured by busy- 
bodies like the British expert of meaningless conversation. 


Everyone has disappeared; I stand alone. None of them shows any original 
ideas. Originality is punished. 


Suddenly they are all like swallowed up by the ground. They didn't tell me 
where they were going. Girls attach themselves socially to popular people. 
Others are radically cut. Actually, I could visit the local activist directly and fly 
home afterwards. Here everything is done. As usual. Selection games. Behind 
the friendly facade, the usual games are played. But no one wants to know 
anything about that. The beautiful appearance must not be scratched, otherwise 
people will get angry. Anyone who tells the truth is considered a spoilsport, and 
that is pretty much the worst. Because the winners of the game will not tolerate 
one thing under any circumstances: That their game is exposed and overturned. 


What is popular in such rounds? Good question. I'm still lucky; some 
people play drinking games — but I don't drink away brain cells or brain 
volume, which isolates me socially once again. Unfortunately, I forgot good 
ideas and observation until I found a quiet spot to write them down half a day 
later. Gone. Too bad. 


The room smells of insect spray; at least that's what I assume because it 
stinks horribly and it can't be perfume that was sprayed in front of my eyes. I 
flee the room and fear that I am inhaling toxic substances. 


Quarter past nine I see food being served in the only pub in the village and 
want to order. “I'm sorry, the kitchen closes at nine.” So I go to an expensive 
restaurant, because my still grumbling stomach needs something real to eat. But 
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there it also says: “Sorry, mate, the kitchen closes at nine.” In the kitchen of the 
hostel I find a little round from the bus. I just listen: learning what kind of 
conversations appeal here. The foreign language also makes it difficult for me 
to find a place, to be noticed. Humour and wordplay in particular are language- 
dependent. This round is nice, offers me leftover food when I tell them about 
my bad luck. In that respect, living together works. But as soon as evolution 
and selection strike, nothing works. 


We move into the dormitory with the Brit, who is a master of content-free 
small talk. The two girls he just met yesterday already adore him, especially the 
German one. He alone entertains three women who talk to him extremely nicely 
and open-mindedly, but give me no or stifling short answers. Girls are smiling 
at him, sweetly beholding him. His best skill is to talk to all strangers to indicate 
his social popularity, which goes down well with women. 


The German girl, who is studying in Holland and has a boyfriend there, is 
already acting like they are in a relationship dispute today, on the second day of 
their acquaintance. “You don't listen to me!” she complains in a chatty tone, 
meaning “I will miss you”. She tries to convince him to take an extra day at the 
same place and invites her new friends and the charmer Brit to her birthday at 
the Pancake Ship in Amsterdam. 


They chat superficially; gradually I understand more of the conversations. 
But it always depends on who says something. If it's another man who is ‘inter- 
esting’ in the eyes of the women, if they answer lively and brightly, a con versa- 
tion starts. If I say it, there is either no answer at all - the hard way, or overheard 
— or one so terse and bored that the thread of conversation breaks. Even if I 
continue to answer, they feel ‘annoyed’ because their cold pseudo-answer was 
the subliminal signal that they don't want to talk to me. The German girl, who is 
studying in Holland, also makes a contemptuous reply about the New Year's 
Eve conversation with her boyfriend. She's already that far gone: she's yet 
inwardly unfaithful to her boyfriend, wants to fool him with her New Year's 
greeting. When she telephoned him halfway around the world, perhaps via 
WhatsApp, she acted out to him the girlfriend travelling alone, eagerly awaiting 
her reunion. 


Not quite as blatant, but tending to be similar, is the case with all women 
who are not unapproachable. They radiantly talk to others they have only 
known since yesterday, with me either not at all, or just meaninglessly, briefly, 
and perceive this as an unwelcome interruption to their flirting with others. The 
selection shit of evolution is driving full force. Behind the superficial cheerful- 
ness of such parties lies a hard, cruel reality that nobody wants to know about. 
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The older Swiss woman looks at me coolly. She does not toast with me. 
Refusing a toast at midnight on New Year's Eve is a rare act of rudeness. You 
don't usually do that. But women often do that with me. Instead, she dances a 
few steps arm in arm with the small-talk Brit, who even approaches strangers in 
the pub. Staging oneself as the social centre of attention is one of the basic rules 
of PuA because it is an evolutionary requirement to be wanted by women. On 
the other hand, those who are socially airy, like me, are excluded by women and 
put down by rejection. 


“And he wandered all his life, because he could not long endure anywhere 
to see the scales of justice go wrong.” The crooked scales of injustice is the 
female choice, which always adores stupid silliness but icily discriminates 
against good people. 

Even the bouncer, who had kindly let me in at the beginning, looks over at 
me quizzically. Being discriminated against and excluded is like a social pla- 
gue; the blame is always placed on the excluded person who disturbs the see- 
mingly happy, superficial mood of a party. 


One German girl complained about friends she booked her flight for and 
came here for, who have now flown on to Fiji without her. I think there are two 
or three girls who told me on the bus to Auckland a few days ago that they were 
flying to Fiji. I tried to console her that I know such situations well and say that 
behind the superficial good humour of a party there is usually a very different 
reality that is rather sad, at least for some. But I don't get much more than “yes 
yes” in reply. She prefers to flirt with other strangers she has met since the dis- 
appearance of her long-time friends. 


Es ist wie immer seit 50 Jahren: Weibliche Wahl bevorzugt immer und ziel- 
sicher oberflachliche Hirntote. 


Im Raum war ein groBes Telephontauschen. Man gab sich das Mobiltel. ge- 
genseitig, nahm Nummern und Verbindungen auf. Massenweise, mit vielen 
Mannern. Natiirlich nie mit mir. Ich habe noch nicht mal ein Mobiltelephon, 
aber es wiirde auch nichts niitzen, da offensichtlich ist: andere werden angehim- 
melt; ich bin Luft. Wie immer seit 50 Jahren. 


I was told among men in the bus tour group that it was no longer like it 
used to be in the “Kiwi Experience Bus”. In the past, many didn't even make 
their beds in the hostel because they usually found a girl to sleep with in the 
evening anyway, so it would have been a waste of time to settle in instead of 
flirting before others leapfrog you. I can vividly imagine how I would have al- 
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ways been the leftover, like when I went to discos as a student or earlier travels. 
Sexual selection is cruel. 


Selection is relentless. There are no courtesies nor niceties. Food is still 
shared; alcoholic drinks are shared; New Year's Eve items are shared. But as 
soon as it comes to men and women, the filtering of evolution strikes: Massive 
discrimination by women. Male winners defend the system from which they 
profit. Those who are not winners imagine they are winners, or would soon 
become winners, because it is good for their self-confidence: Women like self- 
confident men. In this way, all together maintain the system instead of fighting 
injustice. 


The games of selection only go in one direction. The woman selects / dis- 
criminates against the man, but not vice versa. This was clearly evident in the 
bus company. As a Japanese woman sat alone in the corner, with limited Eng- 
lish skills and from the group dynamics outside of the conversations and New 
Year's Eve party, a Swiss man sat down with her to entertain her. The Japanese 
woman's looks had expressed her situation, which I had also noticed. But I am 
inexperienced in such processes and groups, so I didn't know what works and 
what doesn't, after all, I don't want to seem pushy. The Japanese woman's mood 
then visibly lifted; later the Swiss man spoke to the older Swiss woman oppo- 
site; these two also exchanged telephones and phone numbers. 


Women would not approach a male ‘loser’ because that is what they are 
supposed to remain: The principle of filtering genes through men but not 
women says that some men must be losers. Surely, however, men help women 
in such situations, because women are not destined to be discriminated against 
by sexual selection or the evolutionary filter. 


The individuals in the group behave exactly as would be expected accor- 
ding to the teachings of modern evolutionary biology. I just have the misfortune 
of being predictably stuck in the loser role. 


Culture shattered by emancipation not only alleviated such pressures but 
awakened feminine feelings and sympathy for men who were then no longer 
losers. Such capacity for love was destroyed and perished. 
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Rotorua 
TAMAKI MAORI VILLAGE 


Cravellers interested in ‘culture’ flock here, especially those of the Maori, the 


indigenous people for 1200 years. Until then, these islets were uninhabited by 
humans, there were no mammals, so the birds had no reason why they should 
fly. For the rainforest floor was a richly laid table for them to feed on and lay 
their eggs, from which their chicks hatched undisturbed — until the bipeds came 
along, who pride themselves on their brains, which their wives quickly breed 
away from the men through poor selection, or teach them not to use them, 
because otherwise they end up as ‘intellectual bores’ on the bank of the super- 
fluous. (The advances and regressions of men's brains due to one-sided bree- 
ding selection then end up a generation later with their daughters. :-p) 


With the bipeds came the hunger for big meat, to which the giant birds Moa 
fell victim, and record-sized Hast Eagles that had fed on the Moa. Because they 
had no reason to fly for millions of years, many of New Zealand's birds had 
become flightless. Then, when those palefaces came along with their pets, rats 
and mice spread, ate away the ground clutches, and that was the end of most 
bird species. New Zealand claims the record for having the highest percentage 
of extinct bird species. Not even offshore islands could save many bird species 
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because rats just swim over, eat eggs, and it's over because there is no new 
generation of birds. 


In Rotorua, it's all about the Maori, who give a wonderful idea of what is 
nowadays imagined by Maori culture. A hefty $100 was too much for me, 
though, so I can't give any information. Only this much: From books and an 
earlier visit (when it was not so expensive) I know that, like everywhere in the 
world, groups of women and men carried out specific activities for the commu- 
nity. 


«In the old times the meat from a pig was one of the main sources of food 
for the Maori people. The men would go hunt the pigs and the women would 
prepare and cook it for her family to eat. ... The meat of the pigs was shared 
among all the families.» (Awanui, Kauri Showroom) 


A group exchange between men and women is clearly described. They ex- 
changed work and work results, so to speak. Men did not only hunt for their 
own family. This is apparently a human universal, forbidden by the super-smart 
white genderfluid ideologues and eradicated with state coercion. Good luck 
fighting human nature. 


1.1. 

Actually, I only want to observe. I know by now that it's pointless. That's 
why I'm flying back as quickly as the booked bus journey allows. Now I have to 
learn silly chatter as well as possible. But in the end, that's not up to me either: 
if women listen to me, I can impress. Not with foolish prattling like the Briton 
and others here, but with deep thoughts of my own. But women don't want to 
listen to me. That's the real reason why I can't get into conversations. It's not 
that I have nothing to say. Maybe I can talk better than anyone else in the round. 
But the round and the women have decided not to find me interesting. They are 
the problem, not me. I can't really do anything. And if I stand on my head, it 
remains futile. It's the willingness to listen with interest that is lacking, especial- 
ly among girls and women. 


It would be an unfair distortion to blame the marginalised. As scientists 
have observed: It is women who send signals. Men only respond to such sig- 
nals. When women give good signals, the dullest dumbass or the adored Brit 
can become an alpha, acquire a social ‘silver skin’ like a silverback in primates. 
But when women give repellent signals, neither a philosopher nor a thinker can 
overcome their rejection. Even an Einstein would be dumped like a village idiot 
if women decided to exclude him from their selection. These are subconscious 
games that control our lives. 
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Literally, a picture is often worth a thousand words; but documentary foo- 
tage has the added advantage of being evidential. This is where my 1980s idea 
of filming reactions with a covert video camera comes in to demonstrate the 
rejections men like me experience from women. This corresponds to the experi- 
mental set-up of scientists who found the same processes cross-culturally: The 
woman controls, the man interprets signals and reacts to them. This happens 
unconsciously all over the world, regardless of culture or class.’ 


It would be enough to film the glances with which women fleetingly brush 
against me and compare them with the radiant smile or the attention their face 
expresses as they pass many others. Interpretation is superfluous. It speaks for 
itself. With such looks as I have been used to since my youth, any effort is 
pointless. With looks such as popular others receive, no effort is required. It 
makes no difference what I say, do or don't do. The course is already set before- 
hand, which is signalled by their glances. 


This is a missing subject somewhere between ethnology and sociology. 
Even the bus driver is no longer as friendly as he was at the beginning or to 
others. By his standards of exuberant friendliness, it is even almost rude. A loser 
status sticks and affects in many ways. 


These are mechanisms that go on everywhere, only almost never noticed. 
Those who are on the winning side neither want to know nor believe them. 


Those who have not seen the looks with their own eyes need not even begin 
to interpret anything or to tear down my arguments. Anyone who does not 
consciously experience these looks has no clue about the matter. 


In the 1960s, it would have been possible and necessary to create a better 
society where our own boys would be spared such games and selection discri- 
mination. Instead, there has been the feminists' fight against men, which has 
made everything worse, and the turn to immigration, which, among other prob- 
lems, means male surplus, which makes such problems even more potent and 
completely unsolvable. 


3 Unfortunately, I have not been taken seriously with my ideas and proposals for 
decades, such investigation did not take place. This has not only harmed me 
and other losers, but has helped build and maintain a feminist web of lies. 
People like Jessica Valenti today do exactly the opposite, reporting from the 
point of view of women dominant through sexual selection, who reject men and 
thus demean them to losers. 
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The guy from Holland (?) seems to spray his surroundings every night with 
something that is probably insecticide rather than deodorant or perfume; per- 
haps he fears bugs in the bed — I, on the other hand, rather fear unnecessary 
toxins. Good for those sleeping in a different room. Later, someone told me that 
his girlfriend had been badly bitten by pests like bedbugs in the youth hostel. 
That must be the reason for his spraying activities. Fortunately, I have been 
spared so far. The last time I fed bedbugs with my blood was on a KLM plane. 


Comment on music: People from a natural time like the Baroque would be 
struck dead by the constant droning that blares from loudspeakers in buses and 
hostels from dawn to dusk, and that stuffs us down. They would rightly find it 
unmusical, the droning as well as the fact that no gifted musicians play, but 
digital recordings are senselessly repeated all the time. 


Even we used to get involved in the aberration with our fashion music: 
rock, blues, jazz and so on. The aggressiveness of the voices was even greater, 
even frightening for those who did not share the musical taste. The warped 
tones of the electric guitars can sound like a traffic accident to those with dif- 
ferent tastes. 


He who sits in a glass house should not throw stones. But now it is not bet- 
ter, it has become even more twisted. There is a constant stream of spineless 
drivel: “Please excuse me”, “I promise”. It used to be a bit more formal “I pro- 
mise you”, “I promise you a rosegarden’”. The whole thing is unmanly honey- 
combing, submissive, unbearable. The alternative is angry screaming rebels, 
like we used to be or now punk. Nuts are both. The claptrap displaces older 
layers of music that were a bit more natural. Before the disco racket it was hit 
songs, before that folksongs. Originally, well-bred young girls warbled Handel 
arias. This is a forgotten era and mentality. 


Hit songs were already stray enough. The gypsy boy once sang, a black- 
haired youth served “Greek wine” — the foreigner, at that time often southern 
European, Mediterranean, already displaced native (or even blond) youths, if 
they still existed, because they were unfashionable, had no form of expression 
after the disappearance of baroque, classical and popular folk songs, which still 
moved Goethe in Alsace. 


Now everyone thinks it's great to be drenched around the clock in music 
mush, which is also mush in terms of content: no melody, at least not a pleasant 
one, hardly any structure. Actually, one should demand compensation for every 
second. But those who follow the average fashion think it's great and get the 
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girls' attention. The dictatorship of fashion. The terror of fashion. Don't be unfa- 
shionable. Then you suffer in many ways: from the claptrap and from the rejec- 
tion of the masses who like the claptrap. 


What makes folklore like the Maori performance of their rites, tales and 
dances so appealing? The same everywhere in the world, whether indigenous 
people of Australia, Asia, India or any continent or country: the natural culture 
of both sexes, from which grace emerges, an intimate charm. For only what is 
feminine or masculine has a soul significance that transcends mere monetary 
value or material utility. It is precisely when the images have not been alienated 
feministically that they radiate, become an experience. 


In the kitchen of the hostel in Rorotua, two unknown girls who do not travel 
on the same bus talk about the behaviour on long far-distance journeys. Many 
would travel around together as a couple for a long time, do a lot together and 
get along well. They would then easily hook up with each other, even though it 
was pointless because there was no future and they both had friends at home. 
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Taupo 


Taupo scores with the largest lake in New Zealand, comparable to our Lake 


Constance. In the central massif of the North Island, a giant volcano blew itself 
up here and left behind a crater lake. In comparison, similar ponds in the Eiffel 
are dwarfs. 


Once our ancestors thought black swans were something proverbially non- 
existent. Today, their great-granddaughters play with them. 
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2.1. 

I hardly get to see the British alpha flirter with his female groupies. He 
moves around with his social harem without me. With the women I have what I 
called ‘greeting enmity’ in the 1980s: A deep dislike on their part, which ex- 
presses itself in cool and terse, obligingly polite greetings, with which the final 
point is clearly set: ‘So far and no further’. 


The computer room was filled with sound from someone who was telepho- 
ning home free of charge via Skype. Here it was still comparatively ‘harmless’; 
in Paihia it was a whole pack, some of them yakking at the same time, others 
waiting for others to fall silent because their noise disturbed even them when 
they were talking to their family. Work requiring concentration is then hardly 
possible in a whole giant room because of an inconsiderate person who, in an 
extremely friendly slimy tone, annoys others present. Inconsiderate, egocentric 
friendliness leads itself ad absurdum. 


The noise level is not the main problem. Chirping and twittering in the 
forest are natural and do not disturb anyone. The murmur of streams, the sound 
of waves and ocean waves are also perceived as pleasant. More disturbing are 
the all-day compulsory sound reinforcement with mindless hit parade chatter 
and stupid talk. Clever conversations are worthwhile; although they attract 
attention, they compensate with intellect. But the dumb banality, silliness of 
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contrived sweet talk with family or friends, where a palpably false superficial 
cheerfulness is feigned, is unbearable. Those who live like this live in lies. It is 
an existence in a world of pretence and mendacity. Sucking up. Posturing. 
Dishonest. Unreal. Loud and obtrusive in a workroom to boot. Concentrated 
intellectual work is no more valid here socially than sexually. 


So it is definitely also the lack of content in the conversations and the music 
that is so exhausting. Holiday? I need a holiday from my holiday. This music 
torture alone, with continuous squawking from dawn to dusk, is hardly better 
than in Guantanamo, where Muslim prisoners were forced to listen to loud 
Western music, the only difference being that here it's a holiday and I'm paying 
for it. 


Superficiality is the magic word, and exactly what is meant by the denglish 
‘cool’. Just no content, no spirit, no serious expression or activity. ‘Cool’ means 
trivial — in practice. 


Meaningless superficiality wins friends, social girlfriends, adoration by 
young women and finally adventures and real girlfriends. One could argue that 
it is up to each person to join in. But that is not so easy. For even meaningless 
politeness is an art in which the successful have practised all their lives. That is 
why they have achieved a suppleness that is natural for them and expected by 
others. If an inexperienced non-expert like me comes along, he is a nuisance. 
For he comes across as wooden, sometimes involuntarily coarse, because he 
lacks a lifetime of practice in meaningless, superficial phrases. Without such 
practice, however, it comes across as bumbling. Yes, even stupidity has to be 
learnt! For stupidity here does not mean the stupidity of measurable lack of 
intelligence, proven by failure in the IQ test. No, stupidity here means 
cultivated stupidity, the practised art of politely saying stupid things. It can 
therefore be noted that intelligence and cultivated stupidity need not contradict 
each other — except that it easily bores the intelligent to take part in it. 


Well-groomed stupidity is a fashion, more than that, a convention that 
stands for manners. Anyone who wants to be considered mannerly must take 
part in it. For anyone who avoids the cultivated stupidity is considered unman- 
nerly, at worst even barbaric, or at least a social failure. Women in particular 
have fine antennae for this. Anyone who avoids the cultivated stupidity is a 
dead duck for women and is rigidly shunned by them. 


In addition, there are British customs here: left-hand traffic is enough to 
stand out. The continental European will instinctively keep to the right, at least 
when half asleep in the early morning. An oncoming person who, as is custo- 
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mary here, keeps to the left, i.e. stands in the same lane in the corridor or on the 
stairs, is already irritated and surprised by the supposedly ‘rude’ person who is 
blocking her path by walking on the right instead of ‘politely’ keeping to the 
left. It starts with little things like that. You quickly accumulate enough to put 
your foot in your mouth. All nine! Bull's-eye at skittles. 


No verbal response to my “Good Morning”, chatting with others getting on 
the bus. The usual. Polite phrases as petty warfare. Next stage non-greeting 
hostility. 


Bus travel is changing. Within 6 years, the previously common types of 
party people and globetrotters have been joined by Asian families who make 
quite different use of the offer. The increasing financial power of Asia and other 
continents, while at the same time the problems of the Occident, swamped by 
foreign populations, are massively increasing, is likely to change these travel 
offers permanently soon. Perhaps globetrotters and parties of previous style will 
soon either become a memory of a weird past, or persist only as far as adventu- 
rous non-Europeans join this model. 


After just under an hour, we picked up the Tamaki tour participants who 
were still missing on the bus. The British flirt master greeted us — for the second 
time — over the loudspeaker of the bus driver who had just got off. “Good day.” 
Similarly, he wanted to use the red and white warning cone on the road as a 
megaphone or trumpet on the 30th. Very self-confident, the lad. Small talk is 
also an art, which is rewarded with groupies and visibly progressing mating. He 
cuckolds the “boyfriend in Nederland”’. 


Others were bid farewell as they left the hostel, “Sweetheart”, “Honey” and 
“Have an awesome trip”. With my polite farewell, I just managed a meagre 
“awesome”, which is below average here in the competition of meaningless 
pleasantries and almost disparaging. 


The two groupies of the flirt-skilled Brit were chatting as I overtook them 
on the forest path. No sooner had I hurried past at a few paces' distance than I 
heard them chuckling. They seemed to be making fun of me. This is a typical 
situation I was in as a schoolboy almost 50 years ago. The girls screw others; 
they laugh at me. The screwed favourites come across as super pikes and smart, 
but in fact they are hollow in the head. Their brains are clogged with common 
average thoughts. They think they are ‘thinking’, but they are just repeating 
hackneyed stereotypes. It is precisely those who consider themselves ‘original’, 
who rail against the ‘establishment’ and who saw themselves as a (left-wing or 
feminist) ‘alternative’ who were most bricked up with stereotypes, fallacies and 
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ideological rubbish. They do not think their thoughts, but habits or ideology that 
pretend to be new, although they are the opposite. Habits are less bad because 
they are partly based on experience and are therefore still somewhat natural, 
handing down tried and tested patterns. Ideology is only destructive. 


But for the loser, both amount to the same thing. He is discriminated 
against, excluded. He may not care what the exact background is. 


The result of female breeding on men is the proliferation of fools whose 
hereditary traits they reproduce, whereas original thinkers become rarer and 
eventually die out. Perhaps this explains the low IQ values in some regions 
(which are now forbidden to mention) where polygamy is widespread, father- 
hood uncertain, and the influence of sexual selection through female choice 
therefore particularly great. For it is up to the women's lust and dissipation 
which man mates with them and possibly begets children in the process. Cultu- 
res that cultivate intelligence proceed differently. Damage only becomes appa- 
rent after generations. North Africa was once the centre of Christian science in 
the times of the early Eastern Roman Empire, whereas Europe was underdeve- 
loped. In Islamic times, they declined, whereas Europe worked its way up from 
‘arctic barbarians’ to pioneering inventors. With feminist waves, the fall began, 
which always becomes visible a few generations later. 


Next lesson in selection power — as if I needed another one: After three 
days, at least a third of the travellers are new. Besides Asian families, these are 
also groups of travellers, including one of German-speaking girls. They asked 
the bus driver about a travel option from Christchurch to Auckland. Although 
he prefers to win passengers, he kindly explained that a flight would be cheaper 
than a bus ride, ferry and several overnight stays. I interject that I flew this route 
for NZ$95. The girl gives a typical look I often get. She asked the bus driver 
and doesn't want to talk to me. Even helpfulness can go wrong. On the other 
hand, an English-speaking party guy is smiled at and they say “Oh cool”. 

-“No, I'm not cool,” he replies confidently. “Actually, I'm pretty bad. ... See 


” 


you. 


He gets away with this self-promotion, earning friendly, polite attention that 
is not granted to me. My “Hi there. Have you spent a few days in Rotorua?” 
does not elicit a friendly response as with men they are interested in, but only a 
cool, curt reply for a loser of the selection. When I ask if I can leave the bus at 
the airport if I am late by a day (if I miss a bus in the morning, for example), 
one of the girls even replies “You can't predict anything. You can die on the bus 
too.” That's pretty rude. I'm not going to read into it a subliminal death wish, 
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but it's clear that they wouldn't make such a bad ‘joke’ with any man they were 
interested in — then they slime friendly as shit and smile winningly. 


Lesson in superficiality: The bus driver shows the girls pictures of cute 
animals like the platypus. This goes down better than my question whether 
ratites like the kiwi have been in New Zealand since the time when the conti- 
nental sliver split off from Australia, or later flew in over the sea and then lost 
their ability to fly because they no longer needed it. He could not answer the 
question; instead he beat around the bush (the issue). Not being able to answer a 
question, not knowing something, is rarely admitted. It's more impressive to 
show cute pictures! 


After that, the bus driver went one better. His banter with the group of three 
new girls in front of me turned salacious. “Women's rooms? They don't have 
them in the hostel. But you can get a four-bed dorm with three of you. That's 
almost as good.” ... “Don't you want naked men? So what if he's sexy and 
young?” He then became vulgar, pointing at what must have been a complete 
stranger outside and saying, “Beware of that one, he's got AIDS. There are lots 
of STDs here.” Chuckle. - “T'll bet.” 


So he still detonated the vulgar atomic bomb of slander. 


I still cough from time to time because of the cold; at home I almost never 
get anything like that, not even in several years. But here, air conditioners 
spread the pathogens and overcool us at the same time, which creates ideal 
conditions for colds. 


I don't know exactly what the reason is, but the following is obvious: 
Strange girls and women I meet in the hostel greet me with the usual superficial 
friendliness. In the meantime, I am looked at in the travel group with sceptical 
eyes, or rather looked away, silenced, cut. The behaviour of most women is 
sickening towards me, although I have never been unfriendly, never out of cha- 
racter, more cautious and reserved than others, including the popular people like 
the ever-flirtatious Brit. Such people sometimes bring up dubious things, which 
would be against my character. However, it is not them but me who is 
ostracised and cut. Has someone set off a social nuclear bomb of defamation? It 
could be a lunge like the bus driver's, which immediately results in the social 
annihilation of the person hit, or they have been looking for books under my 
call name and not found them. Or someone found them and was horrified. 
Whatever, something probably happened behind my back. It's been going on for 
50 years. Always the same disgusting procedures. But on the surface, total 
friendliness. 
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Oh, awesome! Sweet! Great. That's wonderful. You're welcome. Nice to 
meet you! Wow. You are so cool. Have a great day.” Behind the surface lies a 
brutal reality. 


It's also no use talking to the new ones because they are very sensitive to 
the signals of the group and notice immediately when someone is down with 
others. Social contempt is contagious, like leprosy that can't be scratched off. 
Women want respectable men. That's why they chase the flirting Brit like 
groupies chase a rock star. They don't care if he's dumb in the head or just 
acting, just like they don't care if I'm good in the head. They cut me out because 
I am socially a zero for the group. Consequently, that's what I am for everyone. 


Girls and women who don't want to be stupid or dumb have been fished 
away by feminism for 50 years. That's why they despise me even more violent- 
ly than the stupid and dumb girls, namely out of ideological consciousness, with 
downright rage. The stupid ones, however, despise me because they don't 
understand me, they fall on the necks of pretentious masters of amusing stupid 
talk. So there are none left for people like me — exactly 0. It's like choosing 
between beheading and quartering. 


People keep coming up to me and praising my “moustache”; some ask how 
I keep it in shape. It's always men who ask that here. Girls don't talk to me. 
Interest doesn't help at all. I'm still excluded from girls; maybe the successful 
men want to snatch the secret of the beard from me so they can get one themsel- 
ves. In the past, my Goa cap was praised; some wanted to put it on themselves 
and hardly give it back. Thus the loser in the intrasexual selection of the domi- 
nance hierarchy is still deprived of his few trump cards in order to adorn them- 
selves with them. Courtship behaviour like in the animal kingdom, triggered by 
equally animalistic choice of ladies. 


At home, the situation is different from a social point of view; there, women 
also approach me on Goas, but even more superficially: taking a selfie together, 
which is later put on Facebook, after which they immediately rush off. Many 
don't want to know anything about me as a person, don't want to talk to me, just 
want a picture with the exotic for their collection. Even when I am appreciated 
as a human being and original or poet, however, I am rejected as a man — as 
soon as sexual selection comes into play, I am excluded. This had pissed me off 
so much that I had drastically changed my appearance in order to no longer be 
an exotic, to be accepted by girls and to get laid. The result of this change was 
also the curved moustache that is much noted here; I also radically adapted my 
hair to fashion, as well as my clothes. This has improved little or nothing. 
However, I attract people who are into Goa less, am more low-key, which 
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should make everyday commons more accessible to me. Unfortunately, only 
theoretically. 


The majority of pick-up teachers in Berlin had advised me to remove my 
beard, which would have turned me into an dull grey mouse who is old to boot; 
however, opinions were divided. Some women spontaneously said, that there 
was something about the beard; in Berlin, one said of her own accord that there 
was something “erotic” about it. I can't change my stature; my inexperience in 
social and sexual success can't be changed because of my lack of experience. 
It's a vicious circle: inexperience prevents learning to be experienced. It's a fight 
against evolution and biology: genes are filtered through men, so men are dis- 
criminated against. Because all men are in competition as a result, there is great 
repressive pressure in which the unfashionable or inexperienced sink merciless- 
ly. Pliability in social dumb talk is also a weapon; no one can get past sexual se- 
lection by clumsily sweet-talking, because everyone tries to do so, men and 
women alike paying close attention that no one lower in the hierarchy gets past 
the successful ones by pretending to have a higher status than he is entitled to. 
Thus all efforts are undermined.* 


We are just not aware of it. Contemporaries don't know. My readers, especi- 
ally my non-readers, don't know. They don't want to know. They think what I 
write is crude fiction or ‘conspiracy theory’. This is a tragic mistake. For these 
biological mechanisms are fact, as is their suppression from our consciousness. 
Actually, they should be grateful to me for the enlightenment, should praise my 
books and explanations, apologise to me for their behaviour, vow to improve 
and practise with me. Instead, I am despised and ignored. At some point the 
truth will prevail; then they or their descendants will repent and will not be able 
to believe how meanly their ancestors behaved. 


After four days, I think I have experienced everything that the genetic filter 
has to offer in terms of discrimination for men. That's why I could return home 
right away, if it wouldn't waste additional money. Nothing has changed since 
my youth and school days. Same procedures. 


As far as they do not belong to couples or fixed circles of friends, those 
who have been travelling with me since 30th of January have formed groups 
that are either all-female or mixed. What remains is the loser, whose rejection 
by women has also caused social isolation. For although men talk normally to 


4 Feminists have additionally antagonised indigenous men, envied and dimi- 
nished their prestige, radically worsened everything, and in the end welcomed 
millions of supplanters into the country. 
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me, since they do not exercise sexual selection, no normal man in a travel group 
with a female surplus is interested in surrounding himself with a loser, of all 
people, who drags him down with him or isolates him. 


When dividing into rooms, I, as an individual, am randomly rotated by the 
accommodations to where a place is free at the moment. 


3.1. 

At night, the internet is switched off so that as many people as possible buy 
paid connections. For this purpose, the strength of the free network they adver- 
tise on the internet is also kept low. Sometimes the signal is very strong and 
reaches far; hours later someone seems to have noticed the condition and turned 
it down; the technical capacity is obviously there. Every hostel in the chain 
says: “Free net is only available around the reception.” That's why people 
gather there with telephones or — now rare — computers. The telephone generati- 
on (“wipe, wipe, slide, read-while-walking’’) has replaced the computer genera- 
tion. If someone has a computer with them, which is now usually small, it is to 
be feared that they will use it to make phone calls via Skype. In any case, what 
often follows is a poopophony of chatter. “How are you doing? I'm fine. I'm 
having a wonderful time. Yeah, it's awesome.” and so on the usual hollow blah- 
blah with which the whole room of strangers is entertained. There is not a shred 
of shame in filling an entire room with private conversations. Always in a 
practised sympathetic voice, which, however, babbles rather senselessly. 


More annoying is the compulsory constant blasting of everyone from dawn 
to dusk with soulless and mindless ‘music’ from the loudspeakers, a contourless 
succession of hit parade stuff that constantly repeats, squawking all over the 
place. Through an open door, similar forced sprinkling penetrates from the bar, 
where, however, other music is playing, which mixes into a sound mash of dif- 
ferent pieces in different keys. 


Technology seems to have succeeded in making people lose many things: 
Just as clocks have damaged the sense of time, calculators the ability to do 
mental arithmetic, automatic corrections the ability to spell, so — and to a much 
greater extent — the meaningless squawking that pelts us everywhere all day, 
whether on television, radio, pubs, hostels, from mobile phones or other devi- 
ces, has thoroughly destroyed musicality. 


People have become so jaded that it doesn't even bother them when diffe- 
rent pieces overlap in the room, different keys blare through each other. One 
could sneer that a flea is more musical. Even a flea, if it could choose, would 
probably not do itself a musical mash. It is said that Johann Sebastian Bach was 
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very sensitive to music. Once a pupil annoyed him by starting to play a piece 
but then stopping in the middle. As a result, the master was unable to sleep be- 
cause the unfinished piece had not resolved the sounds. So the master got out of 
bed, went to the harpsichord, where he struck a resolution in the home key. 
Only then could he go to sleep. 


Once, when a record of (George Frideric) Handel's recordings was listened 
to in the record shop of a British university town, the musically educated, 
humming salesman mocked the request to change in the middle of the piece. He 
waited for the end before he complied with the customer's request. 


Stalling pieces in the middle is part of everyday life for us. Every radio 
presenter does it without a second thought, or the announcer who announces in 
the middle of the music that there is a traffic jam on the B7 and whoever can, 
please take a diversion. It can thus be said that musicality has declined. But the 
interruption of pieces is an insignificant detail compared to the mishmash of 
different music or the compulsory continuous sprinkling of music according to 
the motto “everything is better with music”. 


Running through a technical copy is not like man-made music. An opera 
with orchestra and singers is more expensive than a digital track, but it is worth 
the price. 


The entrance area of the hostel chain is now at the same time a droning area 
in which all those present are regaled with continuous compulsory blaring, the 
music of which would also be quite questionable in terms of content - although 
that is a matter of taste — as well as the area for which the free internet is inten - 
ded. Thus, networking at no extra cost is normally available only to the most 
sound-proof contemporaries. But this morning, sitting in bed and silence, I am 
fortunate enough to discover that an internet connection is emerging as I write 
my diary! (Did someone accidentally turn the knob up too high early this mor- 
ning?) 


Party tourist women here not only hum along to the sycophantic hit parade 
drivel of wimps who beg-soundingly kiss the ass of the feminist generation of 
women, but also to the old rockers Queen, who are popular with them. Every- 
thing that is bad, spineless or perverted is gathered here in the sound rubbish. I 
have never been able to stand this voice. When I was a schoolboy, others played 
Queen songs for me; I immediately had a queasy feeling because the voice 
seemed not only unmanly but effeminate, like the reason for the group name 
‘Queen’. Decades later, when I learned of the deceased's disposition, I didn't 
wonder at all. It was the logical explanation. How a normally inclined person 
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can find such misdirection pleasurable is beyond me. A girl of an already lost 
generation hums along. Now stutter rap. It's acoustic torture from dawn to dusk, 
with no respite. 


The lady humming along, however, still started a nice polite conversation 
with me. With strangers, my loser status has not yet penetrated here. 


Yesterday in the early evening I had brought things to the room. Only three 
of four beds are occupied, which is strange because the guy at the reception 
declined people on the phone because “there are only three beds left’, “but five 
people are still queuing”. Despite overcrowding, he apparently doesn't put 
strangers in beds reserved for the Kiwi bus, although all the Kiwi buses should 
have been there long ago. That's fine with us. Kiwi advertises that it guarantees 
passengers at least the first night's stay at every stop. 


When I came into the room, the blond Dane was in the same bed with his 
girlfriend, a blond Dane. They are the only couple where both are blond that I 
have seen in a long time. They are not quite extinct yet. By way of explanation, 
they said they had to get up very early the next morning because they were 
going on a mountain hike. I grabbed my small backpack and disappeared from 
the room for a few hours. Later they were again separated in their own beds. 


The Swiss speaks only fragmentary Tarzan English, but gets on well in the 
round. The priorities of social and sexual selection are incomprehensible. Ad- 
ded to this is ‘political correctness’, which also excludes me like a leper. 


People say hello, but don't talk to me; others are just more interesting. 
Later, however, I am waved into one of the groups at the bar. It's the girl (a 
friend of another traveller) who had given me some leftover pasta when I had 
arrived too late to order food anywhere. They ask what I've done today and 
what I'm up to. Short conversation — then the others talk among themselves, 
among them the Swiss with Tarzan minimal English who arrives in the round 
(and didn't want to speak German with me, although it would be easier for him). 
Tomorrow we part ways, as they leave the bus. Otherwise, the interest would 
probably be minimal. 
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River Valley Lodge 


Sn the white water valley, there is nothing but nature, the hostel and the in tenti- 


on of most people to be pushed into the white water tomorrow, where people in 
tons hurtled through rapids and white water for the film Lord of the Rings or 
Hobbit. 

In the same breath there is also the recommendation to go out into the great out- 
doors, which we should all do, but please no further than the white warning 
sign, because it is hunting season. 

We also have dinner, the best and most comprehensive of my whole trip so far — 
and that's saying something. The meat is tender, not tough, we can add more as 
often as we like. For the first time since arriving, I realise how famished I am. 


4.1. 

Still on the bus are the groupie Briton and his entourage. He usually has 
several women beaming at him at once. This unintellectual charmer is so over- 
confident that he even lets the toilet door fly shut with a flourish and floats out 
of the public toilet at the bus stop like a rock star strutting across the stage. 
Mick Jagger would be proud of him. Such non-verbal gestures rule the course 
of events. Dry intellect is uncomfortable and loathed here. 


The bus driver narrates: “You can jump of the cliff, if you know what you're 
doing. Kiwi bus is not responsible for anything, if you die or get hurt on the 
bus. We're not liable for your luggage either. Just be sure what you're doing and 
that it is fun. I had one guy here once, who tried to impress the girls and get 
laid. You know, it used to be easy to get laid if you're really cool. So this guy 
tried to be cool and jumped, even though he didn't know how to do it. On his 
way down he got concerned: ‘Oh, that's way deep. What am I doing?’ and 
started peddling with his arms. When he came up, he was kind of pale. ‘Are you 
fine?’ I asked. He wasn't. There was blood. He had broken his shoulder and his 
bum was huge. He needed an ambulance. Well, we are in the nowhere. It took 
the ambulance 3,5 hours to get there. He needed stitches in his bum, which was 
huge. None one of the girls thought this would be cool.” 


The supercool act still works today, as the Brite with groupies demonstrates. 
It's just as hard to be considered ‘supercool’ as it is any other time in life. 


The party and tour people have moved away from my seat in the front rows 
to the back of the bus. One of the new guys now on the bus is also considered 
‘cool’; he has a (presumed) girlfriend next to him; the two girls on the bench in 
front of him turn to him and chat with the use of hyper gestures as they never 
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would with me. At times, two other girls chatted along from the aisle — even one 
behind him. With me, icy silence and depreciative glances. 


Throughout the journey, I see an obese English-speaking blonde constantly 
turning to him, radiantly chatting; she is all smiling interest, often giggling 
when, say, silly group or couple pictures are shown on mobile phones. He is 
superstar, cock of the walk; the girls woo him with flirtatious glow: ‘inverse 
game’, every man's dream. All women go for the same tiny minority of male 
actors, because to call these dudes ‘man’ I would take as a personal insult. 


Even after stopping, five girls chat with the one cock in the basket, joking, 
glaring at him, turning towards him from all sides while he casually yawns, 
opening his mouth at the same time, without even politely putting his hand in 
front of it; on the contrary, he still stretches while doing so. Others are losers 
with whom no girl wants to talk; to them, gals signal disinterest, would never 
let themselves be drawn into an intense conversation with them, even if they 
can offer intellectually much more substantial topics and original content. 


The Briton who has been delighted by groupies has found a new clever 
trick to make himself a darling everywhere and to play up as a star in the sky of 
social behaviour — perhaps because of the new competitor who is stealing his 
thunder, attracting more attention from women: He goes to the front of the bus 
to the bus driver, who has already had a bag of gumdrops bypassed twice, asks 
for the bag to go through the whole bus, offering everyone something — which 
does not belong to him at all, but was only borrowed for this purpose. Isn't this 
fellow clever? That's what a superstar must be like, to be adored by girls, to get 
laid by them. 


The poet sits in front, offering sensible speeches and travelogues, which 
does not go down well at all. After a while, women ostentatiously peep away, 
just as they buzz around flirting experts, glowing and smiling at them from all 
directions. 


The bus driver shows himself to be a patriot of the British Empire, chats 
about the largest military base on the island, and manages to equate Kaiser Wil- 
helm II with Osama bin Laden: “Fucking Kaiser Wilhelm and Osama Bin 
Laden.” The Kiwi would have fought them both patriotically; they are every- 
where. The insult to Kaiser Wilhelm is annoying; too bad he didn't lambast the 
‘perfidious Albion’, the British Empire, which would have prevented a lot of 
arrogance and mischief. 
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I talk to a young Swiss woman about holidays and Madagascar, but her 
attention is limited, in no way comparable to the young women who crowd 
around the two top dogs. With the new guy and his harem of five, I have no clue 
what makes him interesting. For me he is a pale yawn, possibly lower class. 


After arriving at the lodge, the chatterbox Briton with his at least two 
groupies chats with two women who are new to our bus. He doesn't miss a beat 
either, tries to make friends with everyone. 


I sit there alone. It's ladies' choice, sexual selection. It's been like this for 50 
years. 


Insert: Bus Trip Madagascar 


What did I tell the woman about Madagascar? This: Madagascar is the fifth 


poorest country in the world, or was at the time I visited the island. It seemed 
almost like India to me before economic reform and globalisation transformed it 
from Mahatma Gandhi's village-based country to a career-driven business 
nation, to a global player. Vast areas were not electrified; when the bus ran at 
night, there was no light except perhaps single oil wick lamps in huts and at 
market stalls for road traffic. Therefore, myriads of stars were visible, as no 
light blinded us. 


Because the country was poor, fuel had to be saved as it was expensive 
since the oil crisis of 1973. I drove in buses for locals, was the only westerner 
among them. Many of the buses, rather minibuses, came from Germany and 
still had German company stickers. On them was written, for example, “Hand- 
werksbetrieb Sowieso, Cuxhaven. Reliable and fast. Call number 0815”. I was 
tempted to write down the numbers and call: “Do you know where your former 
company car is now and what it looks like?” I'm sure they would have been 
wide-eyed when they saw my pictures. I assume that the cars were not stolen, 
but that it was too expensive to get them through the MOT, so they were sold 
cheaply and shipped to a place where not only the pepper grows (a German 
proverb) and vanilla beans, but also the pneumonic plague comes back every 
few years: “I'm still around!” 


The German chanty 

«We were laying off Madagascar 
And we had the plague on board 
In the kettles the water had rotten 
And daily some went overboard. 
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Farewell my little darling!» is not a ‘prejudice of colonial times’, but suf- 
fered experience. The whole island is a ship in the ocean with pneumonic 
plague on board. 


The buses, hopefully not stolen but sold cheaply as un-TUV-able®, under- 
went a radical cure on arrival in Madagascar. All rows of seats behind the driver 
were removed with a welding torch. Tabula rasa. Why? 


The reason is the price of oil. For the mostly poor population, public buses 
are the only way to get from A to B. So prices have to be affordable, otherwise 
there will be riots and governments will be overthrown once again. The last 
small revolution was long enough ago to make the country less insecure again, 
but not long enough in office for the new rulers to be ousted for mismanage- 
ment. 


The operators of the bus tours cannot afford even second-hand buses. 
Therefore, they hire them for the trip. Moreover, two bus drivers have to be 
paid because the journey takes 24 hours, one day and one night, for the long 
distances. Therefore, two bus drivers have to take turns. After leaving, they 
drive directly to the nearest petrol station to refuel the hired bus for the journey. 
There is hardly any interest in giving the owner surplus petrol on return. I 
observed how much was refuelled and paid, then counted the passengers, 
multiplied by the fare for locals, and came to the conclusion that two thirds of 
the income from tickets was spent at the next petrol station! On top of that, 
there is bus rental and wages for two bus drivers. Therefore, it should be clear 
why the buses can only be operated as described. 


After the bus has been transformed into an empty loading area, new iron 
bars are welded in and many more rows of seats are installed than before. The 
distance between the two rows is then so small that an average Madagascan can 
just about sit down, but a long Northerner like me cannot. I had to put my 
thighs crosswise because otherwise my knees would not have found room. On 
the floor in front of me were also two iron bars for my own bench and the one 
in front of it. Madagascans put their feet in, but I, a paleface, live on too big a 
footing: mine didn't even fit on the floor. I also had to turn my feet crosswise so 
that I could put them on the floor. 


In order to squeeze in the necessary number of passengers to make the 


whole operation economically viable because of the high price of fuel, adults 
were squeezed as tightly as possible onto the rows of benches. Children were 


5 TUV is the German equivalent of the British MOT. 
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placed on their parents' laps. The bus did not run according to a fixed timetable, 
but like a shared taxi, only drove when it was squeezed to the last seat — 
otherwise the journey would have resulted in losses. 


After the too many rows of benches had been filled too densely, it was the 
turn of the narrow aisle, which on the right-hand side allowed passengers to get 
to their rows of benches. There was an iron folding seat at each row. These were 
now occupied from the back to the front, because it would have been impos sib- 
le to get to a rear seat if we had done otherwise. After we were now sitting as 
tightly packed in all directions as in a tin of oil sardines, the drivers drove off. 


Have I already described the roads in Zebuland? No? We drove along one 
of the two most prestigious roads in the country, the best far and wide. If you 
want to imagine what they looked like, imagine the moon. They were a cratered 
landscape. It would be incorrect to say that there were individual craters on the 
road. Rather, the craters were connected by a layer of road surface. At each pot- 
hole, the wheels gave a violent thud to the hopelessly overtaxed suspension. We 
were not only violently shaken from below, but beaten through. Perhaps it was 
the punishment for the bad karma of having been cast away to this island. 


Often the driver brakes not because of the craters, potholes or other peculia- 
rities that are the normal state of affairs, but because of herds of cattle taking 
the same road. Zebu cattle with their curved horns are virtually a landmark of 
the island; a semi-nomadic tribe is busy grazing the cattle and driving them 
everywhere to sell them for profit. When the buses stopped to eat or piss, soup 
with zebu meat and even more bone splinters on the bottom was one of the 
popular foods, like bratwursts here or sandwiches with the British. I like to eat 
soup and real fresh meat broth; bone chips are an abomination to me. The soup 
was like a beach of splinters, small and tiny ones that couldn't even be filtered, 
small and large, many pointed like burst, sharp-edged tubes. Unfortunately, I 
could not eat up. The deeper I got in the bowl, the more the splinters out- 
weighed the soup. 


In the course of the day, my slanted foot tried to straighten itself — and al- 
ready it was stuck between the iron bars. I couldn't get it loose! It was clamped. 
The bus drove blithely on through the crater landscape. Bing! Plop! Stretch! 
Blow after blow jolted and overstretched the tendons of my stuck foot. Ouch! 
Ouch! Every pothole was ouch! The only thing left for me to do was to force- 
fully rip my foot out with both hands and the joints of my legs. Ow ow ow — 
that hurt. The tendon was clearly strained and hurt. 
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Tendons were damaged, but the foot was freed from its jolting dungeon. 
But the journey was not over yet! Day was followed by night, and that night my 
damaged foot managed to get stuck between the two iron bars for the second 
time. Now the game from before repeated itself with greater pain this time. 


The journey was interesting. Untouched hill tribes with colourful caps and 
clothes offered partly unknown fruits. It was an idyllic-looking hustle and 
bustle, although some said it was not safe everywhere and that there were 
robbers. People and villages were fascinating, but I was too trapped and dama- 
ged to take pictures. Too bad. I resolved to walk back into the still clearly visib- 
le mountains at our destination to take photographs. 


The next morming my foot and leg were already a little swollen, which I 
carelessly ignored because the colourful mountain villages beckoned. So I took 
my camera and water and walked and walked. I had probably misjudged, the 
mountains were further away than I had thought. I didn't reach them either, but 
the reality of my ankles reached at me. I had to turn back. My jogging turned 
into walking, and finally into limping. But I reached the hotel and rested my 
feet from then on. Without medicine, bandages or other help, I had a thick leg 
for a few weeks, but by the time I left, everything was fine again. 


The departure was also fun. In the office of Air France, the only European 
airline to offer halfway affordable prices to the former colony, the capital of 
Madagascar on a hill above the fertile rice fields that are too bad for settlement, 
I asked if I could fly to Berlin instead of Frankfurt. The conversation took place 
in French with a Madagascan woman of distinguished French education. 

-“Berlin? Ca n'existe pas!” (-“Berlin? It doesn't exist!’’) 

-“Berlin est la capitale de l'Allemagne.” (-“Berlin is the capital of Ger- 
many.) 

-“La capitale de l'Allemagne est Borlaing” (-“The capital of Germany is 
B6rlaing”’) she replied sternly with a French nasal-i. 

As you notice, it was impossible for me to fly with Air France from Mada- 
gascar to a non-existent city where I happened to live. I politely thanked her for 
her instruction on the conditions and naming in my fatherland and settled in for 
a train ride from Frankfurt to Berlin. 


So far, we have only got to know the Madagascan showcase road, the 
number | or 2 motorway. Once, I took a car and driver down a side road to visit 
a place a little out of the way. What changed immediately was the structure of 
the cratered landscape. There was no longer asphalt between craters, but 
pointed rock, rocky landscape, so to speak, a greater density of craters; above 
all, the depth of the craters increased. It was like a volcanic landscape. The 
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driver did not even try to drive on this road. That was impossible. Because the 
craters were so deep that the wheels of normal motor vehicles would never have 
reached the bottom. Instead, he would have been stuck with the underbody on 
rocks between the craters and would have had to look helplessly at his stuck car. 
Therefore, he drove alongside the road, through the edge of the fields where the 
poor Malagasy farmer had planted his grain or rice and now had to watch as an 
automobile driver from another age drove through his laboriously planted food, 
buckling and ruining rows of his crop under the wheels. Cursing and swearing, 
the farmer came running to complain. The driver just shrugged his shoulders. 
He was very sorry, but he really couldn't drive on the road. 


Then I saw why everything was the way it was and I was travelling in the 
wrong vehicle. A group of young people drove up on ox carts. In front were one 
or two zebu, behind them a cart with giant wheels that used to be common in 
our country, like waders. These giant wooden wheels found their ground in the 
craters. It shook and jolted, but it worked. The boys made a sport of propelling 
their zebu oxen, trying to outrun each other. For them it was fun. 
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White Water Lodge — the Evening 


Jn the evening I talked in English with a Belgian who was reading a book. 


-““How nice that there is someone among us who reads books,” I greeted him. 
Then I talked about the advantages of e-books and printed books, standard 
content spread by bookstores and publishers that resembles supervised thinking, 
how rights of successful foreign-language books are bought up rather than 
giving local creative minds a chance. In addition, books are planned in advance 
and they prefer to prescribe the content of non-fiction books. 


He says it's all about business. I tell him how, in addition, political correct- 
ness weeds out what is not acceptable. -“Subversives are weeded out,” he 
replies. -““That too, but even subversive must go in a certain, common direction, 
otherwise it will be blocked.” He speaks of conformist pseudo-subversiveness. 


At dinner I sit down with the first people at the table. There is still a surplus 
of women there. But that doesn't mean anyone talks to me. I find that I can still 
hardly understand spoken English in everyday slang unless people talk directly 
to me. Of most of the simultaneous conversations among two or three people in 
the larger group, I don't even get the topics, let alone the way people present 
themselves as likeable, how they interact or how their humour works. But I 
need to know that so that I don't come across as a klutz and get rejected. So I 
listen first. I'm shy too, I don't even know what to say. 


Before I have a first sentence ready to start a conversation, fate rushes by in 
the form of a self-confident, practised young man who formally asks me if he 
can sit next to me, exchanges names and says "Nice to meet you". But that was 
a lie, just to give him a reputation as socially competent, because he didn't want 
to say a word to me, didn't pay any attention to me, but looked at the three girls 
opposite. Determinedly, he addressed them, introducing himself in an overly 
loud and overly smug voice as an “investment banker from West London”. He 
gave the name of an investment firm “that really exists, they could check it 
out”.® Although I still try to join the conversation, I am a spare tyre on a two- 
wheeler from the start. Now, too late, I think of something to say because she is 
wearing a T-shirt with ‘Moog Synthesizers’ printed on it. But my omissions 
about analogue and digital synthesizers by Moog do not interest her. She lets 
herself be entertained by the alleged investment banker and his bloke voice. 
When I ask her what she does for a living, she replies more to him than to me, 
“T'm an industrial designer. One of my projects was condoms.” 


6 I'mcurious whether he might be the toilet cleaner of the pizzeria on the floor 
below the investment company. :-P 
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The bragging investment banker gets all their attention. What I say is not 
taken in its stride, does not receive the attention signals that that tricky intruder 
in our circle receives. When she goes to get another beer, he quickly finishes his 
drink and follows. Waiting in front of the counter, they continue chatting. With 
the beer, she then goes to his table. Their chat continues. On the side, I really 
did work in banks, risk management programming for the Westdeutsche 
Landesbank when it had to be rescued with €7 billion of taxpayers' money — but 
truth doesn't interest girls when flirting: they send me away to listen raptly to 
impostors talking nonsense and showing off, but with effective body signals. 


Then the groupie-satisfying Briton sits down between them and takes over 
their conversation. After several ring-around-the-rosy exchanges, she ends up 
back at our table, but too far away from me. The well-read Belgian sits and 
talks to her for the second time. However, the alleged investment banker soon 
interferes. Now the flirting game with the condom designer has reached the 
stage of physical touching, like jokingly taking off her shoes. 


The Belgian bookworm, just like me a loser of the selection with this 
woman, looks at her as I do, then at me. We both give up attempts at conversati- 
on with the woman and talk. I talk about the lack of empathy for men. He has 
grown up in the usual feminist mush, but listens attentively. Except for the dis- 
placement of native men by favoured immigrants, which he doesn't believe me 
about, I seem to be able to explain most of the points. 


With the young Swiss woman I couldn't have a real conversation either. I 
didn't overhear much, but frequent topics were: Travel, beer, wine, burgers. The 
latter is clearly an underclass topic. 


With the young Swiss woman I couldn't have a real conversation either. I 
didn't overhear much, but frequent topics were: Travel, beer, wine, burgers. The 
latter is clearly an underclass topic. 


The bus driver recounts perverse situations, like Ulf the Painter used to, 
which I reported on in my three-volume book “Fulminant Finale”. A woman 
disappeared with a bus driver who took turns smoking and drinking with other 
drivers from Kiwi Experience. Later he claims to have seen her at the table of 
an already closed restaurant with both hands in the trousers of different men 
while a third did something to her that I didn't exactly understand as coarse 
slang. The next day she was a passenger on the bus of the driver with whom she 
had disappeared at night. A remark, apparently about photos, was also slang 
unknown to me. -““Oh no, just don't, I have a boyfriend!” The driver would have 
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preferred to call her boyfriend: -“We have amazing pictures of your girlfriend 
from last night.” 


He had experienced all kinds of things on buses, the best and the worst of 
people. It has also happened that a couple has broken up on the bus and made 
out with others from the bus. The German groupie of the flirtatious Brit inter- 
jects, “Oh, how awful.” I'm curious to see if this works out better for her. Intui- 
tively, I think it's unlikely, except that her boyfriend is sitting in the Netherlands 
and doesn't know about her presumed luck. But I don't claim to know anything; 
I only see her daily cooing, but can't swear to how far it goes. 


Now the pretender with an alleged financial background is embracing the 
condom designer's wrist as I type this. I am out, as usual. Selected out. Too late 
to pluck up courage to join in, but probably without a chance anyway. More 
courage would only have resulted in more rejections. 


With the well-read Belgian, who just like me lost out on the beautiful and 
seductive condom-and-industry designer gal, I chat about disadvantages of male 
life, the blatant burdens that have been genetically proven for 60,000 years. I 
talk about consequences and disadvantages of female choice, the discrimination 
many men face, stacks of fan mail from women to convicted famous criminals, 
including rapists and murderers who are even married by women while on 
death row awaiting execution. I'm talking about fashion followers who are 
favoured, and nerds who squat and think over books, but are often considered 
‘boring’ by women and rejected. Meanwhile, the blowhard seems to get the 
condom designer ready for hooking up; no flash of inspiration or criticism can 
bring her back to us. 


Despite the usual feminist upbringing that moulds his assumptions, the 
Belgian is open-minded, castigating as I do the transmission of opinion rather 
than fact, tendency rather than scientific methodology. He has never seen things 
the way I present them, would not have thought of it, but finds it interesting. 


Meanwhile, the two sex birds are sitting in a party circle, drinking and 
playing silly party games. Her forearm is already resting on his shoulder; a little 
later she even sinks onto his lap, at least briefly, whereupon he strokes her hair. 
It all starts with women. Only then does he begin to put his arm around her 
shoulder. 


The Dane, too, notices, looks over and, with a buddy, mocks what's going 
on. 
-,, loday they are having fun. Tomorrow morning, they'll think. ,Oh, shit!’” 
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-,, strange things are going on here.” 
-,, Indeed” 


Surprisingly, the two girls I used to call the mac-on - Brit's “groupie” are no 
longer his groupies at all! For the first time, they stay away from his round, the 
party group. I wonder why? Probably because of this: The Brit flirting with all 
the hot girls has the next newly arrived girls in the works, entertaining them, 
charming them, basking in their attention, which must stink to his previous fa- 
vourites. They now realise how hollow the game is, that the supposedly win- 
ning superhero of their twisted selection criteria leaves no young woman out. (If 
there were no contraceptives, he could thus maximise the number of children 
conceived). 


But she still doesn't talk to me. While she shows her friend pictures on her 
mobile, she only replies fleetingly “nice” to the pictures I show on the computer 
and looks away. Then they rush off towards the kitchen. 


Every day it gets more turbulent. A sociologist would enjoy a field day. All 
the patterns of selection I describe are demonstrated in compressed time. 


The Belgian remarks that my statements are similar to those of Hawkins, 
who said that intelligence is not a survival advantage for species, but can lead to 
self-extinction. I would have said intelligence is a disadvantage in mating and 
reproduction - at least when female choice runs amok as it has since feminism 
became too strong, I add. 


Added in thought, but not said aloud: An average IQ of 65 in some poly ga- 
mous areas of the world with uncertain paternity could also have to do with 
overly strong female breeding selection on men; women prefer the strong but 
hollow, overly self-confident but stupid man. Over thousands of years, this 
dumbs down whole peoples and swathes of land. 


Later, half an hour after midnight, while in bed, I heard the following from 
outside: 


Female voice: “You're crying! Are you all right?!” 

Another woman's voice: -“Yes. I'm sorry. Es tut mir leid.” (Now guess. 
Who spoke German? No, not a Swiss accent. Note: Attention, crying ex-grou- 
pie) 

-,, That's not your life. This is your life.” 

.. >,,.Make a new start.” 
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Then a flirtatious British male voice in the background. You could really 
laugh at that. 
Female voice: -“Why are you laughing at me?” 


One o'clock: On my way to the toilet I pass another couple, unknown to me 
so far, who are making out at the railing.’ A woman comes into my dormitory. 
There are men on one floor, women have chosen the other. Women whisper. 

-“T don't know. Maybe in another room.” 

-“Fuck” whisper women's voices. The visiting woman leaves. 


Welcome to Absurdistan. Welcome to the land of female choice. Welcome 
to the nightmare of bad wishes fulfilled. Whom the gods wish to punish, they 
grant their wishes, says a proverb. 


Jump back almost 50 years. Back then, my parents liked to send me to ski 
courses in winter. I hated ski courses. I was just made fun of there. I was a 
twelve- or thirteen-year-old tot, shy, clumsy, and was made fun of by many, gig- 
gled at or avoided by the girls. In other words, life was panic. Permanent panic. 


A boy of about 18 played the role of the “dish”, was with a girl, made out 
with one (I think another) in a back room of the discotheque, and told us grandi- 
loquently what it was like with girls, and sleeping with girls five times in one 
day was just too much. They gave me laxative chocolate without saying what it 
was, the mean scoundrels, whereupon they laughed at me, only to complain 
later about the awful stench they had caused. Skiing holiday. Fun for some, 
suffering for others. 


In a conversation with the “dish” I said that I would also like to have a girl; 
the saying went round. Afterwards, the girls were even more reserved towards 
me. Perhaps my remark had been embellished a bit in conversation with bad 
imagination. In any case, I was out of the game. 


A bus trip like this may not be quite as hefty because people have gotten a 
little older. But somehow the procedures are quite similar to the ski trips back 
then. 


Imagine if we all stopped making concerted efforts and contortions for 
courtship, concentrated on research and science — what unimaginable progress 
we could make in a short space of time! We cripple ourselves with the competi- 
tion for girls that ladies' choice demands. 


7 Inthe following days, the two were on the road separately again. 
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Wellington 


Wellington is the capital of New Zealand and also a university city. For back- 
packers, it is considered a party stronghold. Everywhere around the hostels 
there is supposed to be partying and nightlife. In plain language, this means that 
dormitories are pretty empty before midnight. Only those who have to get up 
early the next morning to continue their journey snorkel there in advance. 


So while the party kings with princesses on beer bottles instead of a pea like in 
the fairy tale hang out somewhere, without having told the boring bookworm 
where that should be, they disappear into the pleasure where they are not fun- 
blocked by the nerd and other losers. So the losers of female choice squat alone 
or with slumbering travellers in the room as if ordered and not picked up. To- 
morrow it continues! 


It's best in small hostels: where there's not even a village where the party 
chiceria can hole up, everyone stays together, even the tech nerds and men who 
are unpopular with the ladies get to hear some of their games and silliness. 
Good for him who hangs out at a lodge in the rainforest and talks fleetingly 
with party girls who otherwise keep a distance of two miles! 
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But travelling is great, an exaggeration of the usual life: the same games run 
in fast motion. 


5.1. 

At night, a mixture of music, voices, laughter and jeering reaches me from 
downstairs, but I sleep so as not to miss my appointment or the bus, because I 
don't have a day in reserve for my return flight. Does anyone claim any other 
reason? Who do I hear laughing? 


Base advertises itself as the party hostel. Indeed, from the top floors it was 
unmistakable that the party people can't be far away. The hostel advertises free 
wifi and internet. They have that too, mostly from 7am to 7pm; only one of 
their rucksackers (jokingly translated from ‘backpacker’) offered it regularly 
until 9pm. After that - or minutes before - they shut down to sell more paid 
internet. At least in Wanaka, the scheduled shutdown at 19:00 was forgotten and 
didn't take place until 21:00. 


Our Kiwi Experience bus was stuck in traffic heading for Wellington. Since 
we didn't take a diversion, we arrived an hour and a half late 18:58. I made it to 
reception as a wild whirlwind 18:59 with two backpacks. The battle against the 
clock could not be won with the Windows creep system! The next morning, 
travellers without further stay in Wellington are supposed to be at the bus stop 
at 7:00, otherwise they are allowed to wave behind the bus. Free internet is a 
fine thing! 


By the way, the flirt master from the UK is not celebrating with us; he has 
travelled on to the South Island after a short overnight stay — he seems to like 
the game on buses better than the mass nightlife. I, on the other hand, sacrificed 
my last day off for a visit to Wellington. South Island, welcome! 


6.1. 
Today was dedicated to a meeting with the local activist with whom I had 
been in contact via the internet for 25 years without ever having seen him. 


As it had rained yesterday and the morning also looked foggy and wet, I 
forgot to put on sunscreen. I arrive too early and wait for a long time. Later we 
arrange to climb the viewing hill. Walking along the quay, I was engrossed in 
conversation and was surprised by a gust of wind that swept my hat away and 
sent it sailing into the harbour. I ran to it and thought I had lost it. Then I saw it 
floating not far from the wall and reaching down a ladder at my feet. By a lucky 
coincidence, it was just right. I climbed down, fished my hat out of the water 
and brought it back to shore. 
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If I'm unlucky, the feminist editor saw me that day, taunting me: “What 
kind of person are you that women don't like you? Do you have a red nose, per- 
haps?” 


That evening my nose, which was not protected by my hat for a few hours 
under the ozone hole, was really red, even more than just my nose. The editor 
should explain to me how the calculation is supposed to work out with 125 boys 
for every 100 girls in young cohorts, thanks to the invasion of social money rip- 
offs, whereby most of the full-time displacers not only come without girlfriend, 
approve of polygamy among themselves, poach from the wives of the ‘infidels’, 
which they consider their right, but protect their own Muslim sisters and daugh- 
ters, prevent or punish advances to Muslim girls with violence, murder or blood 
revenge. 


How are all native boys and men supposed to get a girl even without having 
a red nose? Let the feminist try to explain this logically impossible thing to me. 


At home I'll have new topics to talk about with girls: “My hat has travelled 
around the world with me. It was already floating in the Tasman Sea. A fierce 
onshore wind had blown it off my head, but at the dock, where I found a stair- 
way down to the water, fished it out. After a walk and chat with the activist 
called ‘Wind of Wellington’, my hat was dry again.” 
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Abel Tasman, Kaiteriteri, South Island 


fl ferry takes us through southern fjord landscapes to the north harbour of the 
South Island. 
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Kaiteriteri is a place that is close to two national parks. Here you can spend 
many New Zealand dollars to be carted or ferried to Abu Tasman National Park, 
not far away, to spend two hours there. Apart from the expensive commercia- 
lism around a free national park, the place offers two beautiful beaches with 
rustic rock cliffs and islands. Definitely a must for people who want to have 
been everywhere, or need ringing names for holiday comparison. “Who has the 
prettiest resort name? Who has been on the quaintest beach and encouraged 
later skin cancer? Who has the longest — list of visited former idylls?” 


A tributary invites you to splash around. 
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A tree also lays comfortably on the beach. 
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Like the British bus charmer who travelled on in a hurry yesterday, I tried to 
strike up a conversation with unknown travellers in the early morning. In doing 
so, I noticed that women continue to have a much less open ear for me than for 
others, especially the masters of the courtship guild. The first greeting, asking if 
she was travelling on the same bus, elicited no reaction at all. Later on, I baffled 
a trio chatting rapidly in German with “Moin moin’”, which they didn't under- 
stand at first. Well, they usually don't understand me. :-P A conversation was 
then limited to a one-liner in reply, which did not allow for a real conversation. 
Finally, an English chat with a green-eyed woman who soon tells us about her 
“boyfriend” who visited her over Christmas and New Year. 


On the bus today, a female driver waits after occasionally lewd bus drivers 
whose demeanour and philandering was anything but 'sex neutral’. Emancipati- 
on sounded like this: “If you come to me, say your name ‘I'm Blahblah. Have a 
nice day.’ Once we've made friends, I'll be willing to help you. Just keep man- 
ners, be polite.” 


Translated into reality, it sounds like this: Male bus drivers will help you if 
you ask them. The female bus driver requires you to befriend her because she 
only helps friends. Women build hurdles. If you don't pass the hurdle of social 
selection, you have no chance. 


Since a few more attempts at conversation come to nothing (I am not a se- 
lected winner, but a discriminated loser, destined to remain stuck in the sex-spe- 
cific filter of evolution), I think of book ideas like this travel guide, which I de- 
cide to write, and I have conversations in my mind, even if they are imaginary 
soliloquies under such circumstances: 


-““What's my nose red today?!” 
-“Yesterday my skin saw the sun naked, and then I blushed and turned 
redder and redder.” 


The German girl studying in the Netherlands, whose master of flirtation 
departed with yesterday's bus and new contenders for groupie status — if I'm not 
confounding her, I'm not sure — is sticking with the Swiss today, whose Tarzan 
English is gradually improving with practice — or I'm getting used to it, which- 
ever. His appeal in rounds with ladies is not visibly diminished by his linguistic 
hurdle. 


Despite the occasional surplus of women, my market value is close to the 
usual zero; with others, lively chit-chat, with me, cool politeness at best. Then, 
however, three boys joined us. 
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It's interesting to see how many girls gather around a few favourites, some- 
times idolising them. A number of women pretend to be serious and refrain 
from any attempt at such shenanigans. The girl who made out at night at the rai- 
ling of the white-water hostel with a boy who has disappeared in the meantime 
is now in the company of the condom designer (among other things — industrial 
design) who had sunk onto the lap of a boy who had also jumped off. 


At a stop for shopping, we wait for over an hour for a large group, almost as 
many as there were of us, who had been absent from the arranged meeting 
point. I sat in the middle of the bus; the driver spoke too quietly from the front; 
background noise and difficulty with spoken English caused gaps in what I 
caught. I could be wrong, I don't want to make false claims, but what I heard 
sounded like: A staff member at the hostel had given the group wrong informa- 
tion about time and meeting point, which is why they were not where we 
wanted to pick them up. Knowing the guy, he must have been on acid — as men- 
tioned, I may have misheard; I risk ridicule like that it must have been a Sig- 
mund-type thing, but the way things are going here, I consider the explanation 
not improbable. 


The differences in women's response to men depending on their standing 
with them are enormous. Men usually respond normally, so that at least a brief 
real conversation ensues. Women, however, play selection games with men. In 
the process, I have changed my appearance and demeanour thoroughly several 
times in order to meet female and social expectations. After an experiment with 
long hippie hair and matching clothes for a few years, I now have a short cut, 
which I discussed with experienced pickup artists as well as the clothes, 
because I had and have no idea what is in fashion. Fashion is as foreign to me 
as the back of the moon. I also discussed the moustache several times with nice 
PuA and asked passers-by for their opinion. The difference in treatment cannot 
even be imagined by renowned men's rights activists, but it is an evolutionary 
fact. I'm not telling you a cock and bull story. Your doubt points to your own 
ignorance, not a quirk on my part. 


After a short shopping trip, I say to two girls sitting diagonally opposite on 
the bus: -“We did an hour's shopping in ten minutes.” No reply. 


I ask two others from the bus outside if my nose and cheeks are still red be- 
cause I forgot to put on sun cream yesterday morning in the fog. I am met with 
a monosyllabic -“No”. No conversation either. 
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I tell the girl with the blouse “Stadt Millheim Graf... Land” in German that 
I know several Mihlheims but not yet a Miillheim. “That's Millheim. I'm from 
the south of Germany”, she replies in English, whereupon our conversation dies 
down, she continues chatting cheerfully with others. 


I ask another girl where in England she is from, but she answers in such a 
way that no conversation can take place: 

-““Are you living on the North Sea, Atlantic side or in the Midlands?” 

-“Not quite. Countryside.” 


For entertainment purposes, I have to join in the conversations of larger 
groups that are already in progress. For the first time, the Tarzan-English Swiss 
talks in German with a newly arrived group of German girls. (If it's good for the 
courting, he speaks German. With me, English.) One of them tells me she finds 
it cheaper to rent a car and sleep in it; she wants to forego two months in Aus- 
tralia and moonlighting in order to visit Thailand before returning. 


I support her decision and tell her that she will get to know a different 
culture, whereas Australia and New Zealand are still like England emigrated to 
the far south. 


Another of the group spent Christmas with nice locals. 


Conversations are going on everywhere; but they don't start when I say 
something to women who would never even think of addressing me. Evolutio- 
nary selection apparently already begins socially, has its a powerful bastion in 
social exclusion. Those who are socially inside have fewer hurdles to overcome 
sexually, are less violently walled off. (At least, that's what I thought at the time 
based on the refusals of conversation that made it impossible for me to learn 
how to deal with girls who are willing to flirt; pick-up-artists fear gradation into 
the friend zone and later taught me that girls react bored if you don't exert 
sexual appeal.) 


I see a girl standing in front of a row of buses with two boys, talking to 
them. Something like that would never happen to me. Unthinkable. Female 
choice. 


Similarly at dinner. I ask and sit down with a group, but then they need the 
whole table. 
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In my next group are relatively young backpackers. A girl tells me how in 
Taupo a bus driver and a female bus driver made out. That would have been 
very funny, because they had to go on in different directions the next day. 


When I say something, there is no attention. No matter what I say, and if it's 
from a festival in New Zealand, they don't care at all; they look away and at 
each other. It's completely pointless. No wise man or master philosopher could 
fight against disinterest. With interest, on the other hand, every rubbish, vulgar 
saying or triviality is gleefully laughed at. 


As I was leaving, because no interlocutors could be reached inconspicuous- 
ly, I passed a staircase. People were standing at the top, looking and taking pic- 
tures. I hurried up, several steps at a time. This has been the way I like to walk 
up stairs since my school days. My former classmates laugh: “You still run like 
that! Preferably up three steps at a time.”’ With several floors, it takes practice. 


At the top, there was a wonderful sunset in bright colours. I dashed down 
even faster, grabbed my camera from the dormitory, jumped back up the stairs 
and snapped. With porches, roofs and antennas in front, I found the shot mise- 
rable. I run through the hostel and streets as if to catch a train. People with full 
shopping bags stroll towards me, oblivious to the splendour. Only when they 
saw me dashing along, camera in one hand, eyes turned upwards to the sky, do 
they look in the direction of the colourful fireworks. Probably their guidebook 
forgot to point out the sunset glow sight to them. 


So I hurry to the river's estuary sandbank, behind the power line, in order to 
depict, just before fading, splendidly coloured cloud formations over strips of 
hills with street and house lights and dark forest in the digital memory that 
could soon be considered more real than physical reality. Walking back, now 
leisurely fast-footed, I see two German-speaking young women from the bus 
who had been snapping away with mobile phones from the car park. All day I 
had wanted to approach them, but had not seen any acceptable possibility. 

-“A magnificent sunset that was. Did you take pictures too?” They will not 
have replied with more than a -“yes”. So no conversation ensued. They looked 
at each other. 


In a round of the kitchen I ask, “Did you see the sunset?” 
-“Oh, I didn't know about that. I missed it.” 
-“At least I took pictures. You can have a look at them. I'll get my compu- 
ter.” 
-“Can't you show me on the camera?” 


-“Yes, but then they would be very small. It looks better on the computer.” 
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I fetch the good stuff, which is charging. During the bus ride I wrote down 
so much that the battery was almost empty and threatened to switch off 
automatically. I copy the files and rotate them so that everyone in the group can 
see. The pictures please, just like the earlier ones of today. 


-“You have a good camera.” -“So-so. It was good once.” 
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The group chats about clubbing in Frankfurt am Main: pre-gaming in pubs, 
often getting stuck in the first pub. Trendy clubs. 

-“TIts's pretty chic, though," says one girl about the club that the other, the only 
man in the round apart from me, likes to visit when he's in Frankfurt.” 

-“Funny. Now we're in New Zealand and we're talking about clubs in Frank- 
furt.” 

-“Once I almost didn't get in,” she says. 

-“Once?”, I counter, “For me, that's the normal case. I almost never get in 
anywhere. There's a good saying, ‘I never want to go to a club that lets people 
like me in!’” 

She recounts how she even insulted the bouncer: 

-“You son of a bitch!” 

Nevertheless, the bouncer let her in later that evening, probably not recognising 
her. Another asked him, “Isn't that the one from before?” 

-“T don't know, they all look the same anyway.” 

She went on to say: “If a boy does something like that and resists, he gets 
beaten up easily. With boys, they're really tough on that kind of thing. I saw a 
boy who was pushed to the ground. He hit the ground and was bleeding.” 


Another girl tells of further unequal treatment. 
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-“Tt's great when you get free tickets as a girl. I didn't pay anything for ad- 
mission and then I had free drinks. The whole evening I only paid €1 for the 
cloakroom.” 


Boys have to pay all the more — if they are not turned away by the bouncer 
or even beaten up — to be able to see and, with luck, meet girls in the club. This 
too is an injustice of selection, a burden that only men bear. 


By the way, when I went to get my computer, one room away, the two 
women I had approached about the beautiful sunset they had taken, like me, 
were standing in front of the door. They were both bending over laughing. Whe- 
ther that had something to do with my approach or with me? I don't know, but 
when I unlocked my dorm room, two girls were laughing there too. 

As I used to say when I was young: it's not easy for a man, but it catches 
him easily! 


Insertion: Madagascar and Collective Intelligence 


Fisked about my ‘good camera’, I told of disadvantages: poor autofocus, which 


is not supposed to have improved in successor models either, and has already 
spoiled many a quick shot. Lint and dust that has settled in the lens, cannot be 
wiped off from the outside, and appears in the same place in every picture. The 
camera had aged quickly, bought as a replacement for another that broke down 
in Madagascar. Maybe the previous one couldn't stand the heat there. The sen- 
sor had a defect, since then it made mistakes when reading out the image line 
by line. Sometimes it became a striped picture like in faulty analogue picture 
tube televisions. Sometimes it became really great, with garish false colours 
shaping the image, as if Picasso had been competing with Hundertwasser in 
brushing colours into it. 


At that time I sat next to the driver, who was a chain smoker. After my 
tendon strain on the first bus trip, the driver realised that a beanpole like me 
could not be squeezed into the narrow rows of benches and offered me a co- 
driver's seat. I'm a non-smoker, I can't stand smoke. It bothers me when a 
smoker walks ten metres in front of me, and unfortunately for me, the wind 
comes from his direction and blows the addictive substance into my maw. So I 
held my nose out of the window while driving, tried to snorkel like a diver, and 
jumped hastily onto the road at the first stop. In the process, the strap slipped 
over my head and ‘Bang!’ the camera hit the rocks, heavy lens first. 


-““How was Madagascar? Was it nice?” 
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I then tell them about the peculiar mixed culture from Southeast Asia and 
Africa. About 1200 years ago, sailors from Southeast Asia came to Madagascar 
in small boats. At that time, they knew nothing of what lay at the other end of 
the ocean. A journey into the unknown would have been suicidal; so the boats 
always sailed within sight of coasts. This is how they passed Indonesia and In- 
dochina from the islands. The influences can still be seen today. In central Ma- 
dagascar today, you can still see people who look like you might think, ‘They 
look like Vietnamese in the rice fields!” They have the same faces, but are of a 
slightly darker complexion, because they have mixed with black Africans who 
Muslim sailors took as slaves and brought to the island. For this reason, the 
African influence is greatest in coastal areas and port cities, whereas the interior 
of Madagascar, especially in the mountains, preserved more of their Asian im- 
print. 


DThis is expressed in many ways: Women wear similar wrap-around skirts 
as seen in Bali and in Southeast Asia in general, a bit like the sarong. Old tradi- 
tional houses are confusingly similar to their counterparts on Southeast Asian 
islands. The rice terraces in particular, however, resemble those on Bali and 
other mountainous islands in Southeast Asia. Often, rice terraces follow from 
the top of the hill to the deepest part of the valley, all of which are completely 
flat and laid out as if with a measuring scale, because the water stands in them, 
only dripping down onto the next lower terrace. This minimises erosion. Even 
after thousands of years, the soil has not been washed away by heavy monsoon 
downpours. 


The earth here is a red clay that can be directly formed into bricks or used 
for pottery. In the valley, they excavate the clay in layers, digging more terraces 
into the depths, which become smaller and deeper. Thus the number of usable 
terraces grows. At the bottom, the water collects, which is good for young rice 
plants that grow standing in the water. 


The clay is cut into brick shapes and dried in the sun, but not burnt. They 
use these bricks to build their houses. Since the clay is not hardened by fire, it is 
softened by rain and washed away. That is why the houses have to be white- 
washed before every monsoon, because the coat of paint made of natural mate- 
rials protects them from the rain. As long as the house is inhabited and cared 
for, nothing happens to it when it rains. But when there are no more inhabitants 
to apply the protective coating, the next downpour begins to wash away the 
bricks. The house returns to the red clay from which it was once built, the fertile 
soil. 
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The whole thing seems idyllic, very clever or environmentally consciously 
set up, but this is a mistake. Individuals are mostly naive, similar to our hedoni- 
stic individualists, have no regard for the consequences of their actions — or 
their environment, which they destroy at a rapid pace. The population is explo- 
ding because infant mortality has been lowered with modern medicine, the 
natural balance has been overturned with good intentions. 


So it becomes harder to feed so many people. Besides, in modern states, 
marketable vegetables bring much more money than the usual produce of a 
subsistence economy. That is why farmers or landless surplus children of too 
large families burn down the rainforest where it still exists — these are very 
steep mountain slopes. There you can still see the charred thick trunks of former 
jungle giants. In between, they plant modern vegetables, which give wonderful 
yields in the first year on the fertile soil. With this, a large family can be fed, 
even more children can be cared for and conceived, who will then, when the 
country is exhausted and impoverished, come to us as refugees in our social 
system. There is money to be made from modern vegetables. The money can be 
used to buy status symbols like radios, mobile phones, televisions and motor 
vehicles. 


Everyone is happy and content for a short time - until the first rain. The 
monsoon is fierce, flooding everything, including the steep mountain slopes 
where the rainforest has miraculously created and preserved fertile soil on 
sloping rocks over millions of years. After the protective trees, bushes and 
shrubs have been felled, their soil-holding roots rotting, the monsoon downpour 
can wash away the soil, washing it into the rivers that flow earth-coloured 
towards the ocean, where the fertile soil sinks into the deep sea. After a few 
years, there is a barren rocky hillside where millions of years of lush rainforest 
grew, then a few years the money pit of a young peasant entrepreneur who 
thought he was smarter than his ancestors. 


People have no idea what they are doing, no foresight. Individuals act blin- 
ded and stupid. It is not their wisdom that has guided them, nor environmental 
awareness, aS American Indians are said to have. This is all modern, esoteric 
drivel, self-congratulation of certain interest groups. No, individuals who pride 
themselves on their supposed progressiveness are and act stupidly. Much 
smarter was their culture, which over many millennia expressed the experience 
of many people and brought them into an optimal balance with their environ- 
ment and with each other. 


With such arguments, the cultural revolutionaries of 1968 and feminists 
should have been prevented. For they show the same blindness and naiveté as 
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the rainforest plunderers of Madagascar. They indignantly destroyed a culture 
that was the experience of countless generations, of millennia, and of many 
millions of ancestors. This experience as a whole was much wiser than we are, 
especially the naive do-gooders and revolutionaries since 1968, who have actu- 
ally done total damage to the interaction of the sexes, like the slash-and-burn 
farmers on steep mountain slopes. 


Ancient European culture has always been ridiculed, denigrated in grotes- 
que propaganda as ‘oppression’ because its meaning was not understood, just as 
the peasants of Madagascar do not consciously understand the meaning of their 
rice terrace culture. They do it because it is the custom, because their ancestors 
have always done it that way, because they are used to it. These are not argu- 
ments that can be used against radical left-wing revolutionaries or feminists 
whose declared aim is to eradicate all sex differences and structures, which they 
fought against and had them banned, with the support of the state. 


But they have been mistaken, misleading us all. Even if we didn't know a 
glib, modern-looking explanation of why traditional culture was set up this way, 
it still had as important a purpose as the rice terraces. 


The principle is clearly illustrated by the ant algorithm. The individual ant 
is small, its brain even more tiny. Not much intelligence can be expected from 
such a microscopic brain: as an individual being, the ant is stupid. But the far- 
mer who illegally clears the rainforest on steep mountain slopes is also stupid. 
The cultural revolutionary and the feminist are stupid too. What they all have in 
common is that they do not know what they are doing, what damage they are 
causing that can never be repaired. 


The ant state as a whole outwits man who is proud of his intellect! As well 
as we hide the chocolate, ants will find it. We can hang the food on strings 
under the ceiling, which is what used to be done with sweets in India. But the 
ants will still find it eventually, build their roads into the house, up to the ceiling 
and down the threads. 


Without technology, which creates an edge that has nothing to do with 
intellect, can also be used by the stupid, we would be helpless against ants. 
Even a cretin with an IQ below 70 can use insect venom. But even that will 
harm humans more in the long run than ants, which develop resistance more 
quickly. 


How can it be that the individual ant is stupid, but the ant colony of such 
stupid ants is smarter than humans? The answer is: this is the ant algorithm, 


92 


which corresponds to what traditional culture was for humans: a transmission of 
knowledge that is smarter than those individual beings that compile the know- 
ledge. 


Ants form roads. In doing so, they follow the scent of ants that have walked 
along this path before them and left scents behind. In this way, silly animals 
form a clever collection of experience. For ants do not all stubbornly always 
walk exactly on the paths. If someone disturbs their roads by setting up an ob- 
stacle, we see the ants swarming out. They randomly look in all directions for a 
way around the obstacle, if they cannot clear it away. Those that find a way 
leave scent trails that attract more ants. As if by magic, they have soon found a 
path around the obstacle, expanded into the new ant trail. 


It is always similar, even in the ‘normal operation’ of the ant trail. With a 
very small probability, individual ants deviate a little from their road at a ran- 
dom time in a random direction. If they find food or a good path, they leave 
scent trails, which are initially followed by a few ants. The more ants confirm 
the quality of the new detour with their scent marks, the more ants it attracts. 
Thus, good variations soon form a new road, whereas bad ones are forgotten. 
The road network constantly optimises itself, is the stored knowledge like rules 
and structure of human culture. Evolution proceeds in a very similar way, by the 
way, sifting random (mostly small) gene changes. 


With this approach, stupid ants build up a wealth of clever experience, just 
as naive and delusion-prone people develop a very meaningful culture, in that 
each generation adheres to the accumulated experience of its ancestors, both 
sexes use their specific predispositions to create and exchange something useful 
for each other. There is a very small probability that individuals will deviate 
from habitual paths, but not too much. A stronger deviation is almost always 
bad and dangerous, and is therefore rejected as ‘radical’. For good reason. 


In the course of millennia, an ever better balance is formed that makes more 
and more people happier. To overthrow such a system in a cultural revolution is 
the stupidest and most harmful thing one can do. 


The superiority of traditional pre-feminist culture is not only like the superi- 
ority of rice-terrace culture over arson on steep slopes in the monsoon area, but 
also like the superiority of the ant algorithm. 


Technicians have programmed the ant algorithm for fun and applied it to 
solving a difficult many-body problem. Our rockets cannot carry enough fuel to 
send satellites directly to distant celestial bodies. Instead, they take many 
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swings around large celestial bodies, stealing a tiny fraction of their large 
kinetic energy. The satellite may fly around the Sun, Mercury, Venus, Earth, the 
Moon, the large planets or their moons. Such a zigzag flight around many small 
moving objects in a wide space is difficult to calculate and find. The planets 
must be exactly where they are needed at the time to gain momentum, and 
flown around just right. 


The ant algorithm found the best solutions known to man and used in space 
travel up to that point. And now the hammer: the ant algorithm also found two 
solutions that are better than any known to us until then. 


This is the superiority of traditional culture, in which people of limited 
insight had accumulated experience like ants. People might not even be able to 
explain convincingly why something was done in such and such a way, but not 
otherwise. Nevertheless, it made sense because it was the result of an intelligen- 
ce higher than that of individual human beings. Some brought their God into 
play at this point. But it was probably not a god, but simply an optimisation al- 
gorithm running over many generations and millennia that brought us better and 
better cultures and better and better lives until conceited fools made feminist 
cultural revolution and destroyed the entire heritage of humanity. 


The worst thing about it: they didn't even have the slightest moral justifica- 
tion, because they were hugely mistaken: it was not women but men who were 
discriminated against at all times. Genes are filtered through the male sex. For 
every 4.5 successfully reproducing mothers, there was only one successful 
father. The discrimination against men with additional burdens is enormous and 
is overlooked because evolution does not want us to perceive the truth undistor- 
ted, to fight back by paralysing the filter of evolution. 
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Westport 


On the Way to Westport: 
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8.1. 

I have no idea where we are going today. I look it up on my map on the bus: 
Westport. It's nice that there is a place with that name! I'll find out what's going 
on there, or what we're supposed to be doing there. Since I have started writing 
a kind of travel guide on a quirky whim, I need to find out what I have to write 
about, willy-nilly. After all, I can't make up fantasy places and sights. 


Before departure, I was so busy writing that after checking out of the hostel, 
I sat in the way of the staff in the corridor where there was a socket with power 
for my computer, because I will need the battery charge on the bus, which only 
charges small devices via USB. I panicked about missing the bus because I 
forget space and time when I am writing to be able to create something worth- 
while. I also miss the conversations of the waiting passengers who don't feel 
like talking to me anyway, especially girls. Judging by the laughter yesterday, I 
have become a laughing stock with some of them. Anyway, they prefer to chat 
with average 0815 guys of their preferred age group. I'm already disqualified by 
biodata. Though it used to be the same in the past for other reasons; there are al- 
ways excuses for selection. 


I got on the bus too late and ended up in the back with the party people. The 
German girl, who I don't know if I'm mixing her up, is sitting behind me. A Brit 
asks if he can sit next to her. As full as it is now, there are no more twoseater 
benches free for one traveller. Of course he is allowed to sit down; then the 
lively conversation starts in English: fighting talk that makes me want to cover 
my ears, I can't think any more sensible thoughts. But he gets through, finds 
attentive listeners, just as no one really listens when I say something, although I 
assume I am saying something well-founded, whereas the fighting talk often 
annoys me because of its lack of content. 


During a pee and shopping break, she joins the new guy as he smokes. They 
chat chirpily and familiarly, which no girl would do with me. A remark I pick 
up was perhaps not ambiguously said and harmless in its context, but am I the 
only one to pick up a strange undertone? 

-“T am alone. What can I do? I have only my hands.” 

Later, one or two of her friends join her and chat — the newcomer has 
arrived in the tour group. Such joining in would never happen to me either. 


Apart from his age as a youngster, the English language, which is often 
preferred here even by Germans (we have been good for centuries at denying 
our language and ultimately losing it), he is an average type, which is consi- 
dered ‘normal’, whereas originality and character are punished, considered 
downright ‘abnormal’, boring or unsociable. For 'sociable' means thinking and 
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saying the same nonsense as the others. Woe betide anyone who sees through 
the nonsense — he is punished by ostracism. 


Back on the bus, the chatting continues at battle speed. She chats so fast in 
English (a foreign language for her, too) that it is annoying and I feel uncom for- 
table under the exaggerated, impulsive, lurid flood of her words. In the past, 
yakking was considered a ‘female vice’. Even today one can experience why, 
and that this reputation was and is not groundless, but deserved. His occasional 
self-promotion bothers me too, partly because of the competitive situation bet- 
ween us, both of us seeking female social attention from the same women, but 
nowhere near as much as her impulsive, full-on engagement in conversation 
with him. I would never be interesting or significant enough to a girl for that 
either. 


An auburn-haired English-speaking woman comes out of the front part of 
the bus to the back, where three new boys sit in four seats in a row to the left 
and right of the central aisle. This has never happened to me before either. Just 
by looking at me, I am disqualified, despite frequent paradigm shifts to better 
suit the tastes of my contemporaries. But you can't please women. Even when 
men are respectful, praise the moustache, hat, cap or something else — the social 
and sexual selection of women is merciless. Where it strikes, there is no more 
humanity. 


We still have a shortage of men on the bus, although the new groups have 
considerably reduced this advantage. But this advantage tends to benefit ave- 
rage guys, not losers like me. If it ever benefits losers, it benefits everyone else 
in the world except me. 


The need of the girl behind me to chat to the wild stranger is as awful and 
annoying as the silence and contempt of girls towards me. Chatter chatter chat- 
ter like a waterfall, and right behind me. Where are my earplugs? By the way, 
need or neediness is considered a sexual disqualification by men and causes 
certain rejection by women; in contrast, women are allowed to be needy without 
worsening their chances, or even attract male attention by doing so. 


Incidentally, this torrent of words came from the same woman who had stif- 
led my attempts at conversation. She had answered a remark about Miihlheim in 
German with an English “No that's just Millheim” and turned away. To the Brit 
with the ambiguous remark, on the other hand, she is such an impulsive flood of 
words that I can no longer concentrate while writing, thoughts and sentences 
slip away from me, spilled and carried away by the thunderous wordfall of her 


97 


voice. At last. Finally she is silent. Redemption. That's how starkly different 
female reactions are to an average British pick-up boy and to me. 


So the auburn-haired girl sat down on the fourth free seat in the row with 
the three newly boarded boys. To two familiar Dutch girls behind her (and in 
front of me) she said in explanation: 

-“Just making friends.” 

So she approaches strangers to make social friends. For those who are se- 
lected, the atypical life of surplus women on the road is idyllic. Things happen 
that they could hardly dream of at home — except for losers like me who experi- 
ence hell. 


For party people, such a bus trip is ideal, for party failures and losers at 
least an opportunity to see what the others are doing, to sense the extent of their 
deprivation. 


While getting off for a swimming break at the lake, where apparently al- 
most all buses that run along the west coast of the South Island stop — because 
the lake looks familiar from a previous trip — an English-speaking girl crawls 
into the luggage rack under the seats. One backpack after the other she clears 
out, throws it on the road, because she desperately wants to get something out 
of her backpack, which, however, is hard on the back, where there is also a flap. 
It doesn't occur to her to reach for her things comfortably from the right side. 
After throwing a lot of luggage on the street, she crawls right onto my back- 
pack, on which the weighty lady settles down and then lies flat lengthwise, con- 
tinuing to tug and pull at other people's luggage. I try to explain to her that she 
should open the flap opposite and get her things out comfortably instead of 
making a hullabaloo with other people's luggage and mercilessly kneading my 
rucksack with her weight, which is not good for some of the delicate things 
inside. 


-“Do you want to open the other side?” the bus driver obligingly asked me. 
Of course we were allowed to. But when I explained that the woman there 
should make herself and others comfortable by reaching from the right side 
instead of making a mess and squeezing my backpack, she looked at me in 
horror. We live in feminism. Women are always right, no matter how inconside- 
rate and short-sighted they behave. 


The others disappear. No one goes with me. Most of them want to bathe. As 
a thin herring, I would only find contempt among bathers. I won't even ask 
women if they want to come along - otherwise I would soon be arrested as a 
‘harasser’. Boys they ‘like’, i.e. prefer or select, are allowed to talk to them 
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directly, and after a short while even touch them; they quickly make friends 
with them, as the new Brit behind me is currently demonstrating. But woe 
betide any loser of female selection who approaches them: If he dares to ask 
them shyly, he appears unwanted, i.e. (in female ‘logic’) ‘harassing’. But this 
time not even men come along who, although they do not practice intersexual 
selection on me, very much want to promote their status and attention value. 
Bold, muscular young men are considered ‘cool’; so they want to jump off the 
jetty. Their female spectators sunbathe on towels around the jetty. This is what 
biologists call ‘intrasexual’ selection, which means male hierarchy formation. 
They want to move up the hierarchy of being ‘cool’, jumping into the water in 
front of a female audience who will reward winners in the coolness contest on 
the jetty with social and sexual favouritism. Running in the woods with me 
would be a loss to their status, almost an exclusion from play and sweet pro- 
mise. You have to understand that. 


I hurry along the path through the forest. I may have done the same thing on 
my trip 6 years ago. I'm still just as good on foot and easily reach the same spot 
around the bend where the lake forks into two branches. 


On the way, I overtook two German girls who were chatting about some 
personal topic. 

-“Beautiful path!”, I shout. Optimism and high sweet talk are the order of 
the day here. “Soon I'm sure there'll be a fine view of the lake — and shade too,” 
I called after them as I was already sprinting past. No reply from them; only 
their conversation faltered briefly. 


At the end of my walk, where I have to turn around to be sure of getting 
back in time and not miss the bus, sat a couple reminiscent of hippies. He is 
manky and she slightly alternative - or should I write alternaive? 

-“How's it going?” asked the ‘hippie’. 

-“Beautiful,” I replied leisurely after a pause for breath, while looking out at 
the lake, at the rocks, and stepping from rock to rock, in the style of a 1967 
film. Guess which film that is. Little hint: the same two main actors are starring 
as in the film “Easy Rider” a year later. At that time, this now obligatory exube- 
rantly positive esoteric make-believe world seems to have been invented and 
spread. 


The two answer just as friendly, because I hit the right note with them. I 
forgot what they said because the bus driver talked long and wide about the area 
over the loudspeaker, which chased away my thoughts and shattered my 
sentences, so that I wrote mumblings several times in annoyance and had to 
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correct them, forgetting many things. After that, the hit parade chatter or the 
disco mash continued, which is hardly any better. 


Anyway, I said another “Have a wonderful one” before I hurried back to the 
bus. This time even the strange woman replied. 

-““You have an awesome one, too”, or something like that. The acoustic 
rubbish almost erased my memory, which I had faithfully preserved until the 
bus. 


The industrial designer (condoms, among other things) got on the bus to 
fetch her handbag. 

-“Did you have a nice swim — or sunbath?” I asked when she faltered. 

-“No” was her icy reply. Out she vanished, to her galan, whom she has in 
the meantime. If you want to f***, you have to be friendly, says a rude proverb. 
She doesn't need that any more. She already gets f**ked and can be sure to find 
a man for it at any time, even if she is unkind to other men. An attractive 
woman can probably even afford to be unkind to her galan and still get f**ked. 


There are always similar games going on. Women find some young fellows 
suitable because they conform to their fashion, cant conventionally. Others they 
don't understand or don't want to understand are out, simply not eligible. But 
since the sexual selection power lies with women, they are always considered to 
be right. They can vote however stupidly, then weep on the hostel terrace at 
night because of the predictable outcome — blame is always put on men who 
only do what they have to do to attract women and reproduce as well as 
possible. Never do women realise their mistakes and their bad choices, with 
which they harm themselves as well as the men excluded by their choice. 


Traditional culture was smarter about that; in the old days, they scolded 
foolish girls for making stupid choices and gave hints on how to get to the good 
men, and had a tiny bit of understanding for men's concerns. Today, simply no 
one cares at all how male losers fare. Who gives a shit?! Female choice doesn't 
work. Nobody gives a sh**. It is one of the sacred mantras of the feminist era. 


To some, they even sit down here to make social acquaintance. To the 
others, they don't even reply. After realising that I somehow don't tick the same 
way as fashion hens and strutting cocks, they would rather laugh at me than 
even try to converse with me. Any attempt at conversation would be interpreted 
against me. For those who have been travelling with me for a while, I am 
chopped liver. 
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Those who talk to me are ‘strangers’ who don't ride the bus, or are brand 
new. If I talk to a group, the others look at me and observe — those who have 
been with me for a while and don't talk to me. This attitude of observation and 
silence cannot remain hidden from the newcomers, so that the loser status that 
others gave me is transferred to them and their evaluation. 


This is what selection looks like, ladies and gentlemen, this is how the 
oldest and most powerful discrimination in the world works! You don't want to 
admit it because you are part of the general delusion. 


According to a study, not only women find men more interesting who are 
liked by other women. Such ‘copying’ of popularity has also been demonstrated 
as a mating strategy in animals. It is difficult and tedious to assess a male appli- 
cant oneself; it is easier to rely on the experience of others. Those who are re- 
jected by women are avoided even more fiercely by the others; those who are 
popular are also desired by other women like an unattainable treasure. Women 
envy their sex mates for him. Pick-up artists know this and that's why, firstly, 
they attach great importance to demonstrating social competence among men - 
nothing is worse than being a thinker and brooder who ponders things alone. 
He is punished by women with contempt and exclusion, considered a ‘social 
failure’. Secondly, successful Pick-Up-Artists consciously show how popular 
they are with women, how much girls like to talk to them, or show female ac- 
quaintances in order to impress strange women, to make them ready for talking 
and flirting. 


Those who are rebuffed by other women, in contrast, are also shunned by 
previously uninvolved women. Social contempt and rejection stick like bad 
luck. Women instinctively reject men who “other women didn't want either”. 

Critical scrutiny by a group is therefore fatal to the chances of the scrutini- 
sed. Moreover, women have ‘fine antennae’ for the slightest contradiction or 
flaw that can ruin all the plus points a man has to offer. This is what evo lutiona- 
ry biologist Steve Moxon explains as “cheater detection”. 


Behind me, telephones and phone numbers are now being exchanged; net- 
working is progressing. Never with me, of course. At first I don't have a phone 
at all, but for lack of opportunity I couldn't use it like they do. Meanwhile, the 
auburn-haired girl (“gingerhead’’) sits next to a fourth young man with light 
chocolate skin, twisted cap, who had danced hip-high to rap music in front of 
the bus. The cap is not at the back, but at an angle, almost like Otto, the comedi- 
an, who wore it right-angled across. Both talk fluently. The next friendship 
seems to be in the offing, the chocolate rapper 20,000 miles ahead of the poet. 
Accordingly, the soon to be begotten generation will be. For on the female 
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choice that takes place here depends not only the course of our lives, which is 
relatively insignificant, but above all who begets future generations and what 
they will therefore be like. Here, among girls, who lack any remnant of culture, 
education and decency, party sharks and drinking gamblers, the stupidest and 
silliest breeding choice imaginable takes place. 


In the meantime, we drove through a wild mountain landscape with moun- 
tain streams. We were asked to take pictures, but such dense plant growth flitted 
by in the foreground that it was not a good idea to try to create good shots 
through bus windows misted with drops and dust. 


From the queue at reception, the Otto-clad chocoholic looked backwards 
because he probably wanted to go to the room with the woman. He was given 
the same room number as me, but he didn't show up. Quite persistent, that fel- 
low. I shouldn't allow myself to do that. Female choice - cynical and unfair. Re- 
gularly it hits the wrong people and never losers. No one wants to know. That's 
life. 


At the pizza dinner in the evening, I sat down in a round after asking questi- 
ons. While doing so, I chatted with the industrial designer (including condoms), 
told her about India, and how foreign Japanese culture seemed to me. After a 
longer conversation, she was picked up by her new holiday boyfriend, the self- 
proclaimed ‘investment banker’, whom I hadn't seen for a while. 


Oh, by the way: there is a beach in Westport. The Tasman Sea is supposed 
to roll in reliably good surf waves — good business for surfboard rental compa- 
nies, instructors for beginners and guesthouses. So let's go for the Kiwi experi- 
ence. And good luck with the ladies. Also at the chess game. 


That night I opened the door to a girl who had locked herself out with 
chatphone in hand. 


9.1. 

Shampoo has leaked out of the rucksack kneaded by the inconsiderate 
weighty lady, fortunately mostly inside a protective bag, as it is in principle for- 
bidden here in the ‘plastic-free’ hostel. But Radio Yerevan doesn't answer; no 
one complies. When travelling, the hair mousse bottles regularly fall off a clum- 
sily built slanted holder in the showers, and then usually hit the top, damaging 
the cap. You then have a leak for the rest of the trip, but the manufacturers have 
new sales. 
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Lake Manihapua 


So far, the author knows as little about today's destination as readers do, or 


less: namely nothing. What this lake with its Maori-sounding name has to offer 
will become clear today. 


The Maori of the South Island seem to have left behind names above all. 
Names are like a document of history, often taken from peoples who used to 
settle there, but who have long since disappeared. 


On the way here, we got slightly pre-soaked during a walk in the misty rain. 
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The seal family seemed comfortable: 


9.1. 
A little run of bad luck. My backpack with the already broken shampoo 
bottle ended up at the very bottom of the luggage compartment in the bus. So it 
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was squashed again and out of reach. Afterwards it rained, which increased to a 
cool downpour. 


Today, my openers and conversation starters included: 

“New Zealand is a good place to freeze under palm trees.” 

“Wonderful view for the eye. One picture will be grey on grey in the mist. I 
might need an infrared camera to photograph through the haze.” 

“Fog adds something magical to the landscape. At home we sometimes had 
ground fog that floated flat above the ground like the skin of milk. Houses and 
heads looked out over it.” 


Finally, we were sent shopping for three days' worth of food. Although I 
didn't feel like going into the heavy drench without rain gear and would have 
preferred to wait on the bus where the refrigeration would finally be turned off 
during the break, the prospect of starving scared me away. 


While waiting at the ATM, I lost the others, who had probably better liste- 
ned to the bus driver's announcement in English with a British accent foreign to 
me over background noise. So I looked for the supermarket myself, which is 
supposed to be on the other side of the tracks. Unfortunately, I crossed the 
tracks at the wrong road in the heavy rain that soaked me from top to bottom, so 
I saw nothing except a petrol station. Back again, this time in the right direction. 
But there, a warehouse with no food covered the chain house with food and 
drinks. Soaking wet for the second time, but nothing bought. Down again in the 
opposite direction. I asked people who knew nothing nearby. Finally I was sent 
back again. And lo and behold: from back here you can see the supermarket. 
Fourth attempt, completely soaked from the top of my head to the bottom of my 
feet. My cough was barely cured - bad deal. 


Now I reached the grocery shop, stocked up, and met others waiting dry, 
with rain jackets, a fat woman with an umbrella, under the sheltered canopy. I 
waded in the water: under my sandals, in my sandals. If I'd had shoes on, I 
could have swum in it. Soaking wet, I sat in the bus. Warm air was now coming 
from below, but cooling was still coming from above. I told the bus driver I was 
soaked to the bone and asked if she could switch from cold to warm air. 

-“Sorry. My main concern is to dry the windows.” 

I shivered for two hours in soaking wet clothes and a cough and cold not 
yet fully cured. Fine. 


When we arrived, the rain was over. A verbose jubilant announcement is 
made about what was in store for us in the wonderful party pub hotel. I'm free - 
zing and desperately want to put on dry clothes at last. Then the self-con gratula- 
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tory woman with the list of who is staying in which room leaves. I've been put 
with three men, so unfortunately I can't make any contacts with women by 
living together, although I would be able to talk to those who don't usually talk 
to me. 


Since the woman with the note had disappeared, I didn't find out my room 
number. So I was the last one in the room and all the beds downstairs were 
already occupied. I am left with my least favourite. There are no protective bars 
or grates against rolling out. The day is going badly. To make matters worse, 
even the dormitory has a TV, which was immediately switched on and played 
disco hit parade crap — a constant soundtrack like on the bus. Super unmusical 
and hollow, but considered a mood booster by the mental underclass. 


Like in the hippie days, I praise an English-speaking girl's cutting work on 
green stone — of magical value to the Maori like Chinese jade — which is 
allowed to be cut by visitors in a course here. 

-“Beautiful” 

... -““A four-leaved cleaver” 

-“You will wear a beautiful symbol of happiness.” 

Several more times after walks to the lake and beach, I dropped in each 
time to look at her progress and praise her. 


The chic chavs lie in the warm pool with girls and beer in their hands, 
which they pour into their and others' mouths. Outside there is a sign: “No 
alcohol in the pool!” Conversely, no one is to be seen without alcohol in the 
pool. 


-““Who are you?” 

-“A good question! Even a philosopher could hardly answer it. He who 
knows how to answer it is wise.” 

Or, on another occasion, I replied: 

-“T am something that evolves. Today I am different from what I was a year 
ago, even more so than a few years ago. I am only the fleeting snapshot of a 
development.” or: 

-“T am the possibility of a development, what I could become if others offer 
me that chance.” 


-“Where are you from?” 

-“From the past; I'm travelling to the future.” 
Otherwise, I like to reply: 

-“From the womb.” 
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With women I fail for lack of originality, claims the devil's grandmother, 
who has become a feminist. 


There is a lake here, as there are lakes everywhere, a beach where swim- 
ming would be life-threatening. There is little to see: beach, dunes and rolling 
sea waves, like those that line our North Sea coast from Emden to North Fries- 
land. An encore are blackish tree stumps that have been torn away from the 
rainforest and washed up on the shore. 


For this, the hotel offers dormitories and a party. Everyone is excited. They 
want us to dress up. Many of them have bought extra clothes. 


In the men's dorm, I tell: 
-“T'm alien enough, so I decided I don't need to dress up.” 


Meanwhile, some begin to paint their skin green, to dress up, with travesty 
and bad taste ruling the masses. Others are construction workers or quaint space 
dwellers. 


Again it starts to pour. One set of clothes is already dripping wet, won't dry 
in the room until tomorrow. My spare clothes also start to wet when I go out. 
The trousers are unfortunately not covered and protected by my rainproof jacket 
pulled out of the rucksack. So I went to dinner with an umbrella, put it in the 
umbrella stand outside. 


Inside there was a din of voices that deafened the ears and made it difficult 
to understand conversations if you weren't shouting along. But the noisemakers 
get on with women; quite a few of them have several women around them. On 
the other hand, I am outside and usually cannot take part in conversations. Only 
one of the female neighbours (“Scheherazade”) spoke to me briefly, only to 
listen to more imposing guys and turn to them. 


Although I smile a lot and am sometimes smiled at when they walk past me 
away from the group, I have picked up “Mr Beans” somewhere and fear that I 
have landed on that track. 


It's pouring, my spare clothes are already not quite dry, but my umbrella is 
gone. Later, after walking through the rain without an umbrella, which also par- 
tially soaked my second pair of trousers, a staff member I ask tells me that there 
is a black umbrella hanging on the balcony. Some people probably thought that 
was funny. On top of that, I'm curing a cold, so it's not funny at all. But it also 
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reminds me of my youth. Guys who play pranks like that also get into bed 
easily with women — female choice is radically wrong. 


At least some British women give me advice on how to dress up and ask“ 
for my books. But that's related to the party today, it's an exceptional situation 
like Christmas and New Year's Eve. Otherwise I was often ignored. 


At the party, many dressed up amazingly as we don't have many things with 
us. Rounds usually keep to themselves. When individuals interject or make an- 
nouncements, people hoot so loudly that it hurts ears and deafens them. I try to 
figure out what people are talking about and how, what counts as funny and in 
the mood here. 


To one who costumed and painted herself as Batsman: 

-“You are the second reincarnation of Batsman today. Perhaps you are 
brother and sister.” 

But she barely responds. 


-“What's your name?” 

-“J..." She doesn't understand me. 

-“Nothing?” 

-““And yours?” 

-“Ally” 

-“Then you are the ally of nothing. Awesome.” 


A few dance to me; I react, but soon they move on to their circle of friends 
or boyfriend. One passed me again, danced with me briefly, a few bars of 
couple dance. 

-“You dance well. Nice.” 

With that she disappears — to her friends. 


Otherwise just overcandid, very loud and alone. What's more, the cold I've 
almost cured is getting worse again after the journey in wet clothes and the 
constant cool rain here. 


There is a class of established party and social lions. But even unassuming 
boys who have the same background and are just lucky, are the right age, arrive 
with conversations without a trace of originality. A lad shows his passport and 
ID: This is what I looked like one and two years ago. If girls are interested, it 
doesn't take any brains to please them. If they are rejecting, brains don't help at 
all. Female choice, male agony. 
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I was amazed at how much some liked to dress up out of backpack means 
and with bought paint and stuff. The ‘hotel’ does such dress-up parties daily 
with different busloads every day. They live in a time loop that repeats itself 
daily. It's like someone professionally celebrating Christmas every day for 
years. What a hackneyed show like an assembly line, totally artificial and 
empty?! A grotesque far removed from real life. The staff must have long since 
become stereotypes, entrenched cliché figures of partying. 


The dress-up competition was won by a girl with long blonde hair who 
went as ‘Pippi Longstocking’, for which she only needed a long wire to braid 
two protruding plaits. Male efforts with green-painted skin and bizarre alien 
sausage hats were not worthy of prizes. 


By the way, plentiful dinner was included in the price, shopping with eaves 
superfluous. Caw! 


10.1. 

I got up earlier than the others who had been drinking and partying longer. 
But what am I supposed to do at a party where women only flirt with others, 
only very few have a polite conversation with me, but really get into it with 
others? 


An early riser came up to me and said, “You danced well. It was embarras- 
sing for me, mate.” He said I stole his thunder. To which I replied that he had 
dressed up much better and more originally. Polite conversation between gentle- 
men. 


Although I found some of the music disgusting, unmanly disco drivel with 
begging voices. When I hear music I like, I really get going. 


At breakfast, women talked to many, but not all, men. Not with me. Like 
other favourites, the one with dark skin is animatedly entertained; a young 
woman turned to him on her bench. 

-““Are you the boss?”’, she asked. 

-“Yes, I'm the boss.” 

The guy is a show-off, too. But he succeeds. Female choice. 
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Franz-Josef Glacier 


Che Franz Josef Glacier attracts visitors, has become a source of income. Ex- 
pensive glacier flights and programmes are offered. The rainforest does not bear 
its name without reason: it rains very often here. On top of that, it is foggy, so 
that photographs mainly show dripping wet plants in the haze before the fog. 


1 ¥ gh 
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Just get out of the steady rain and get rid of the cold! Otherwise I don't care 
about anything. 


On the bus today there is a film about islanders in the South Seas. The story 
starts off on a weird note: the son of the chief, who is supposed to become the 
ruler, is the daughter. That says it all. With that, the whole film is spoilt, ruined 
to the very core. For the essence of natural culture is the complementarity of 
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different sex groups — even in the South Seas! This is seen in original customs 
everywhere, and yet there are utterly non-idyllic matriarchies there. When this 
distinction and exchange breaks down, the basis of life breaks down. Whether 
on Rarotonga or in the rest of the world, this human universal was the basis of 
cultivated coexistence. 


There is only propaganda against us that is as harmful as possible. Nothing 
else exists in our time. Everything is exclusively backwards. “And he travelled 
about all his life, because he could not long endure anywhere to see that the 
scales of justice went wrong.” 


It is not only the scales that go wrong with us. Everything is done exclusi- 
vely wrong. Whatever we do is like cursed, causes the greatest possible harm 
because we no longer live and love the complement. That is our misfortune and 
curse. The other problems are often only the result of this fundamental error. 


The English have a nice expression for the weather here, which gives credit 
to the name ‘rainforest’: “It's raining cats and dogs”, but even cats will flee 
from such a constant cold shower. 


Yesterday we already left behind the last palm trees that can grow the 
furthest in the cold south. Now, apart from tree ferns from prehistoric times, we 
have only one strange tree-like plant, which I explained to the activist Kiwi- 
lands as follows: A strange intermediate form between a palm or tree fern, 
which can only grow at the top and form leaves, striving upwards unbranched, 
and our strongly branched modern trees, which branch everywhere and branch 
again, can bear leaves everywhere above the root system. 


To the women on the bus I explain the plant, which looks very much like a 
rhapis palm, which is kept indoors in Europe: -“They didn't know if they wan- 
ted to be a palm or a branched tree, so they said, ‘I want to be both’, or ‘I want 
to be a bit of both”. 


These plants, in fact, split their stems and branches, which looks like a tree, 
but have leaves only at the tips like palm or tree fern. Structurally, they are in 
between the two. 

-“T never thought of it that way,” the activist replied. It is my job to recog- 
nise and work out structures — just as I do with the feminist aberration. 


Meanwhile, the female succession continues in the Disney cartoon film. In- 
stead of wise men, daughters and grandmother. Even the great green god figure 
is female. Heroine with battle and adventure instead of heroes and brave boys. 
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Not even the historical matriarchies of the South Seas were like this; we have 
fundamentally messed everything up. Feminist kitsch from Disney's production. 
Everything always exactly backwards; new generations get intoxicated with it, 
with the wrongness. With this feministically confused children's film, young 
boys get on with girls because they show they share their fashion taste — al- 
though they are abolished in the film. That adults are into children's films is 
infantile enough, but it is feminist twisted children's indoctrination on top of 
that. Their pub conversations are also beyond my world; I try to understand 
them and join in, but I can't get in. I am the last traditional German poet and 
thinker, even more incomprehensible to them than they are to me. 


Irony mode on: I think I've found the key to success with girls: Being stupid 
but affable and socially popular, rambling as much bullshit as possible, merci- 
lessly, like that guy who phones in the public dormitory that gives me goose- 
bumps that I can't think straight. Confusion is contagious. 


“Tt's like — you know. I hate you. You sound tired like, I don't know, it's like 
it was really difficult, you know. Like sometimes I didn't get signal. Too bad. 
O.k. I let you sleep. O.k. Hahaha. Don't worry. Hehehehe. Like I don't have a 
lot of internet on my phone. Like, o.k. I let you just sleep now. O.k. Yeah. Me 
too. Ahehehe. Good night.” 

The guy is considered sociable, popular, normal and definitely intelligent. 
Women like that. Party animals. They have fun and reproduce. In 100 generati- 
ons we'll be climbing trees again, us monkeys. Female choice, that's it. 


He holds the door open by putting something between them, even though I 
told him I had a cold. He doesn't care. “Sorry, I know, there's much humidity in 
the room.” Ruthless he is too. That, by the way, was the first sentence he'd 
uttered in a long time that didn't have ‘like’ in it three times. 


Health comes first; with my cawing I'm not socially acceptable at the 
moment anyway, at parties I'm out and dumped at any rate. I let him for a while, 
but when I went to brush my teeth for the night, I pushed away the cardboard 
box that held the door open. He came back in from outside, pushed it in again. 
As soon as he was outside again, I put the empty cardboard box in the waste- 
paper basket. Again he came into the room. 

-“Not only do you have no regard for others and their health, but you are 
obviously bad at physics. Warm air can absorb more water, which is why the 
humidity drops.” 

-“T'm not going to argue with you.” 

Awkward silence in the dormitory. That night the door was closed and 
silence. 
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Wanaka 


Wanaka — 1 am curious to see what adoms itself with this Maori-sounding 
name. 


Surfing seagulls also seem to do water sports here. :-D 


11.1. 

In order to cure my cold, to escape constant rain, wet clothes and cold, I 
have rebooked and am heading south a day early, where the weather forecast 
says it will be sunny, warmer and dry. 


As we leave, a popular couple says goodbye to many women. Both the 
woman and the man are seen off with embraces; some of the girls wipe their 
eyes. 


Girls treat me as if I don't exist, besides, I have rebooked the flight for early 
return, so flirting is no longer useful. At the breakfast stop, however, I join a 
group of men, some of whom are being entertained by the girls' table opposite: 
some, mind you, not all. Perhaps one of the purposes of such meetings is to 
establish indirect contact with the less popular ones. 
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Be that as it may. The news coverage is typical: After the Kandel murder, 
there are big activities for a colourful Kandel instead of commemorating the 
victim, who was almost still a child, European men morally forbidden by the 
way. Many a local adult would have been discredited, if not prosecuted, for 
such a relationship. But with fake ‘underage’ mid-life invaders, even match- 
making powers appear; the father of the murdered girl had also welcomed the 
later perpetrator into his family. 


Also telling is the scandal surrounding the children's channel's film about 
the then 14-year-old, who incidentally describes herself as a ‘libber’, who had 
entered into a tandem partnership with a fake youth who, with a full beard and 
perhaps already his first grey whiskers, must be over 25. Since the second day 
of their acquaintance, the cunning and horny fellow wrote her love letters, as 
she told. He could tell his grandmother or his horse that he had fallen in love 
with the 14-year-old child so quickly. For the likes of us, that would possibly be 
punishable without the parents' consent and would ruin the reputation. His 
Islamist slogans about the Islamisation of Germany only add to the mockery. 


How our boys and men, first displaced by feminism, then by millions of 
Muslim warriors, fare, has been of no interest to society since at least 1968. The 
lives of our own are destroyed thoughtlessly and without the slightest con side- 
ration. On the other hand, the repressors, first feminists, then African welfare 
money grabbers, are lured, privileged and promoted with state power. They re- 
ceive free flirting help, while I myself experienced being turned away from 
counselling centres because the feminist women were amused or gloated over 
the difficulties caused for boys instead of helping them. 
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In the bus, the cooling system is running again despite the heavy, cold, 
continuous rain, because otherwise the windows would mist up. Caw. Clumsy 
way of heating - with warm air that causes water to condense on cold windows. 
It would make sense to heat the interior with radiators or underfloor heating. 
Then cold air warms up and absorbs moisture by drying. Insulating glass with a 
vacuum layer would also be effective. 


The driver even apologises over a short break of forced sonication of every- 
one with the same music mash. Even if not every piece causes hair-raising, such 
continuous noise is unmusical. Queen's fag sound is currently playing. Of all 
things, such ancient music still goes down well here, is even sung along to by 
some girls (instead of Handel arias as in classical culture). In this world, 
everything is backwards: feminism for 150 years, 14-year-old women's libbers 
who have no feeling for natural complementarity with men and the last people 
who still know about it, like me, but who help my supplanters in solidarity, even 
enter into love relationships with them. 


Part of the problem is the criteria that give social recognition. Here, almost 
everyone runs with the pack, snapping the same things from a similar perspecti- 
ve. They are interchangeable figures of an assembly-line tourism. Even as a 
photographer, I look for good motifs and viewpoints away from the crowd. A 
good photo has to be walked for, as the proverb says. As a poet, I withdraw 
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even further to concentrate on my writing. This means I am completely out of 
sociable pub and party circles. The women's allowance goes to the streamlined 
‘normals’ who do what's so trendy here — in this era, the abnormal and inverted 
is considered ‘normal’, the normal ‘inverted’ and ‘politically incorrect’. Those 
who have higher demands on themselves and their work are out, and are social- 
ly (and even more so sexually) punished for it. 


Several men attract here as charmers and social matadors; those who work 
mentally have no time and concentration for it. From the British flirt master to 
the alleged investment banker speculating with the condom designer to the milk 
chocolate guy with a twisted peaked cap, some are idolised as I am cut off. 
They are considered ‘cool’, the milk chocolate cap wearer said of himself that 
he was ‘the boss’ and was accepted as the boss by the girl, as was the self- 
proclaimed banker who purposefully interfered in our round to get at her. So 
they are there, selected, just as I am discriminated against according to the rules 
of hierarchies that apply in such collectives or groups. In the process, female 
choice (intersexual selection) mixes with group status among men (intrasexual 
selection), but this is also triggered by female choice. The Belgian book reader 
was just as much a loser as the North German poet. This is mental cruelty 
towards mental achievers. Ballermann types have a pleasurable life at the same 
time. 


In the same way, the more twisted and aberrant people, music and things 
are, the more popular they are. Nowadays, even the word ‘faggot sound’ is 
frowned upon; yet it precisely captures the deeply unmanly ramblings of the 
singer who, not coincidentally, died of AIDS, for at that time heterosexuals 
were hardly affected, provided they did not infect themselves as drug addicts 
via needles. Classical opera voices have more treble, reach further up into 
female vocal registers, but are - today mostly anyway - more masculine than 
this voice, which has been intuitively unpleasant since the first time I heard it 
decades ago. I suppose it's exactly what I find twisted that the girls here think is 
great. Lots of bad taste, simply. Female choice. Maybe that's why faggot 
genetics don't die out, because some women like them. Sexual selection by 
women goes astray in unfathomable ways. 


Due to my rebooking yesterday, I am again on a bus with the popular Bri- 
tish man who left Wellington the day before me. Now, he doesn't know me any- 
more; before, he was very friendly with everyone, including me. That makes me 
think. Has anything changed since then? Has my reputation fallen since then? 
His former ‘harem’ is no longer around him, although I have seen one of the 
two girls in Franz Josef. The glacier is said to have been given this name by the 
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discoverer because at the time it resembled the beard of the Austro-Hungarian 
Emperor and King Franz Josef in appearance — or so the bus driver said. 


Now I can't continue writing. The mindless disco-hit-paradise blathering 
makes me sick and unable to think clearly. No wonder, when mediocrity is con- 
stantly on the rise. Stupid ones reproduce and are additionally crippled by acou- 
stic smog. Up the trees, monkeys! 


When asked where I come from, I have the following answers besides the 
usual: 

“From the North Sea coast. Similar to here, only flat and cooler.” 

“T am an alien from a distant galaxy. I flew loops through spacetime in a 
spaceship. That was wonderful, but I got a spinning bug, lost my bearings, and 
crashed on this strange planet. Now I try to disguise myself as an earthling so 
no one will recognise me as alien. Sometimes it works, often people notice.” 

-““Are there many aliens?” 

-“Aliens are everywhere. Maybe one in ten?” 

-“Oh my. That many?” 

... other answer: 

-““Why do you speak with a German accent?” 

-““Because I crashed there.” 
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The flirt-savvy Brit has a new shade. Women understand hollow dazzlers. 
Women do not understand thinkers. Women reproduce those they understand, 
let those die out whom they don't. Female choice. 


In the evening, people put on loud party music in the hallway, go full blast. 
At first I thought, ‘What weirdos are being so inconsiderate about the dorms?’ A 
woman opened from outside with difficulty, looking disappointed because no 
one seemed to be there. Only then did she see me writing in bed behind the 
door. It was people from the hostel advertising the pub where there was a 'really 
great, fun game’ today. I remembered having seen it even more blatant in San 
Francisco's big flophouse for backpackers: There, they had actually paraded 
through the whole house and all the corridors with a blaring alarm siren that 
would have silenced any fire alarm or air-raid alert with envy, just to invite 
people to their house bar, where there was even free beer. They didn't care if 
someone had just got off the plane, tired, where they had missed a night's sleep, 
or wanted to sleep in to catch the flight home across the Atlantic. 


By the way, the “really great and funny game” was beer pong, as it is 
played in almost every hostel. I don't believe in drinking games, don't drink al- 
cohol either, just went for a bored walk around the pub, where the perpetual flirt 
Brit was playing billiards with new friends and his current travelling shadow (or 
should I write: ‘his shadowess’?). His glamour seems to have suffered: From 
harem he was downgraded to shadow. With the billiard cue, he showed himself 
less unerring than others today. The German girl, who was enthusiastic about 
him from the first minutes, is no longer with him and has disappeared since her 
tears at White Water Lodge. The British part of his exharem is still visible, but 
no longer with him. 


Incidentally, the chocolate cap man had a quasi physical instinct to win at 
the billiard table until his sudden and rapid departure; he sank his balls in rows. 
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Queenstown 


Queenstown was once known as a place of fantastic lakes and nature; today it 
has a reputation as a party town. 


8 


According to rumours told on the bus to Wanaka, a skydiver recently 
crashed and died. Somehow he managed to fall from the safety device (“three 
clips”). The flight attendant was able to save himself, but not the victim, who 
fell into the lake. They had tried to dive for him, but so far had not found the 
body.® 


«Queenstown helicopter passenger saw crash, flew to boat and rescued tandem 
skydiver video 

DEBBIE JAMIESON 

Last updated 18:07, January 11 2018 

Aman in a helicopter who witnessed Wednesday's fatal skydive crash near 
Queenstown has flown home, jumped in his boat and rescued the tandem 
jumpmaster. 

Thanks to his actions, the instructor survived with “minor bruises” and was 
back doing yoga on Thursday. 

Extensive searches on Wednesday failed to find the missing tandem skydiver, 
an overseas traveller in his 20s, who is presumed dead.» 
(https://www.stuff.co.nz/national/100484608/search-continues-for-missing- 
queenstown-skydiver) 
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A lot of publicity is given to daredevil sports that are supposedly safe.’ I 
don't trust the roast; my sports are adventures and exertions of the mind. Of 
course, my non-participation does not make me more popular in the local 
circles. 


12.1. 

We continue with Kiwi Experience. The ‘new’ driver, in whose bus I've 
been sitting since the rebooking, is a bit fierce and headstrong. Yesterday he had 
said that in Queenstown we had the choice between a guaranteed night at Base 
or up to three nights at Nomads. Accordingly, I booked yesterday. The people at 
reception also assumed that the driver would guarantee me the first night at 
Base. The following day, the hostel was fully booked, so I made a follow-up 
booking for Nomads. 


While stacking luggage in the rack under the bus, it started. Cursing, the 
driver forcibly pushed a backpack with shoes laced to both outside pockets 
backwards. 

Fucking shoes. Who'se backpack is it with these fucking shoes?” 


9 «Possible parachute malfunction in Queenstown's Lake Wakatipu skydiving 
crash 
DASHA KUPRIENKO AND DEBBIE JAMIESON 
Last updated 11:00, January 11 2018» 
(https://www.stuff.co.nz/national/100464386/possible-parachute-malfunction- 
in-queenstowns-lake-wakatipu-skydiving-crash) 
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It was clear to see that the remaining backpacks and even large suitcases 
could never fit. At most, one, with luck two pieces of luggage could still be 
squeezed over the top of the pile. First he pushed my rucksack a little forcibly 
on top; then a suitcase followed, which got caught on the side pocket with the 
razor and umbrella. Opposite were the shoes, absolutely necessary for returning 
home in icy winter. Now he forcibly pushed the suitcase, got caught on the side 
pocket of my backpack and cursed. 


As I told in bus conversations, some holders in hostels are crooked, so that 
on most journeys the plastic bottle with shampoo falls to the floor at some 
point, usually hits there with the cap, which breaks and then no longer closes 
properly. If you squeeze the backpack, you squeeze shampoo into it, which 
makes a mess. 

I showed the bus driver that these pieces of luggage could never fit in the 
compartment, but there was an empty compartment next to it. 

-“Do you know how to pack a bus?” he asked mockingly. Some girls gig- 
gle. They must be impressed by his strictness. He pulls back the mismatched 
suitcase and yanks out my backpack. First he squeezes the suitcase in, then he 
grabs my backpack, trying to squeeze it in broadside down where the strap is to 
fasten it. This is obviously impossible. 

-“Do you want to pack the bus? Can you do it?” the driver asks. 

-“The other way round may be a better idea,” I reply and push my backpack 
with the narrower head end as far as it will go. The broadside at the bottom 
protrudes a little, but the lid of the load compartment can close. 

Now the bus driver is forced to open the empty compartment. This was 
obvious when we first looked at the situation. 


Inside, the hostel reservation goes through the rows. Unlike usual, it only 
says Nomads, no Base! But since I have a prepaid ten-rider card, I have to 
spend one night there in Queenstown, otherwise I give away money. He refuses, 
says he only books with Nomads when travelling south. He also raves about 
them over the loudspeaker, what they have to offer, so he probably gets a per- 
centage for his bookings. We are also taken to other places where there are ex- 
pensive sightseeing tours, because the organisers obviously make money from 
them. Additional bookings that cost a lot, like sky diving, were heavily adverti- 
sed until the accident yesterday. Now it's bungy jumps that are sold as super 
‘cool’. At one point he apologised, saying he didn't want to be a pain and didn't 
want to impose anything, when he had an event that had apparently been under- 
booked bypassed a second time. The whole thing is only gradually different 
from the once infamous 'shopping trips' for senior citizens, which took place for 
almost nothing, but tried to talk up overpriced stuff in return. However, there 
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are discounts on the normal prices here. Everything has its price — even the 
travelling company of such bus trips, the opportunities to talk to women who 
would not find you worthy of a glance or an answer in everyday life. Facilitated 
adventures, promoted by hostels that point out condoms on display, are paid for 
by talking up extreme sports that are as expensive as they are risky. Those who 
don't join this fashion, like me, are easily excluded by women for that reason 
alone. It is not considered ‘cool’ not to adorn oneself with daring and expensive 
adventures. 


-“T prefer mental adventures. My sport is mental sport,” I declare, but that 
goes down, fizzles out without effect. If only they knew what a difficult adven- 
ture direct course against political correctness is over forty years. 


I had to ask for a short wait before leaving, scurry back to the hostel to 
book the night there with luck. By the time I arrive, the sleeping place would 
probably be gone. If they had been fully booked by now, I would have been out 
of luck. 

The distance from Wanaka to Queenstown is about 120 kilometres. Even 
with the local speed limits, this should be manageable in one to one and a half 
hours at the most. We are carted from one opportunity to spend money on acti- 
vities to the next for half a day. Of course, it would make little sense to arrive 
before two o'clock in the afternoon, because only then are rooms allowed to be 
occupied. 


Again, I only find a seat in the last row because everything seems to be 
occupied in the front; even if there is only one woman sitting on two-seater 
benches to the left or right of the aisle, I would be resented for asking if there 
was still room because I am not ‘cool’. Anyone who is uninteresting is easily 
perceived as ‘harassment’. If women find someone interesting, they classify 
him as a nice acquaintance when they ask the same question in the same tone. 


Back there, others sit down. That's how it works: you may sit with me, of 
course, I would be considered a chump if not. But I am far from being allowed 
to sit with others. What counts is the reputation. 


A nice conversation ensues with a woman who was in Madagascar, also a 
small offshore island, and is currently learning Russian. My conversation part- 
ners are new on the bus, will be heading for other destinations tomorrow. Super- 
ficially, when it has no meaning, everything goes wonderfully, no selection 
takes place. As soon as more comes into play, it hits hard. However, I am only a 
spare tyre, because lastly a young lad has sat down between us, who does most 
of the talking simply because of his greater proximity. 
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Insert Madagascar for the third time: The Mistake 


First I asked her how many herds of zebu she had passed on the bus. As she is 


smaller than me, she managed better with the seats. She confirmed that there are 
many robbers who steal cattle from farmers. I doubt that they would dare ap- 
proach the nomadic tribe that keeps the zebu herds. She claims that the evil 
comes from outside, from all the money foreigners offer for cattle. I doubt this 
‘politically correct’ self-incrimination: predation refers to social, self-created 
problems. Population explosion due to too many births impoverishes many 
countries in Africa. We help with money to supposedly fight poverty, which is 
why the harmful multiplication goes on rewarded. Meanwhile, the surplus we 
finance and thus enable ends up in our social system and displaces native boys.‘ 
So it is precisely our ‘politically correct’ helpfulness with which we are doing 
harm. 


She has spent months living on an offshore small island, with a fashionable 
occupation: conservation of offshore seabed and reefs. As beautiful as that may 
be, the topics are too opinionated for me. The result is such false self-accusati- 
ons, blaming us when someone in Africa becomes a predator. 


Instead, I told an anecdote about how superficial similarities can confuse: 

The numerous ‘A’ sounds of Malagasy seemed like Sanskrit (“Mahabhara- 
ta”, “Ramajana”): “Ramasomanana”, “Antananarivo” is the name of the capital, 
but this was an accidental similarity in what is essentially an Indonesian langu- 
age. So how do similarities of words explain themselves? Somewhere I heard 
something like “Nanavao” and asked what it meant. “New town”, the Madagas- 
can told me. Now I got to thinking. ‘Village’ in Hindi is "IQ ‘Ganva’ / 
pronounced: ‘Ga’'® or in Ladakhi ‘Gao’"’, likewise for Gypsies ‘Gao’, today: 
Sinti und Roma." 

‘Nana’ has a similarity with 74 ‘nava’ / pronounced ‘nav’" (Hindi), ‘no- 
vum’ (Latin), ‘new’, ‘neu’. Was there a common root of ‘nava gao’ and ‘Nana- 
vao’? 


Fooled! They were ‘false friends’, as a Russian woman called me similar- 
sounding words in Russian and Polish with different meanings, a misleading 


10 http:/Awww.shabdkosh.com/hi/translate?e=%E0%A4%97%EO%A4%BE 
WEO%MA4%82%EO%A4%B5+&1=hi 

11 (Zanskari-Ladakhi-Variation des Hindiwortes, siche: Jonathan Mingle, Fire 
and Ice_ Soot, Solidarity and Survival on the Roof of the World) 

12 siehe: John W. Parker, April 1846, New Quaterly Review, Vol. VII) 

13 http:/Avww.shabdkosh.com/hi/translate?e=%EO%A4%A 8%EO%A4%BS5 &1=hi 
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similarity. For in the newspaper I found a column “Vaovao”, which did not 
mean ‘city’, but ‘new’, oder ‘news’. “Tanana Vaovao” does mean new town", 
but “(An)Tanana” is the town, see name of the capital city Antananarivo. 


Linguists have written of only a few loanwords that Madagascans would 
have picked up from the Sanskrit spoken at the time on their sea route along the 
coast. Otherwise, however, the languages are not related. Both linguistically and 
genetically (in the case of y-chromosomal haplogroups), similarities to tribes on 
Borneo are said to have been found. (Nicholas Evans, When languages die: and 
what we lose with them) 


With women, such narratives did not score points; they were not interested 
in me as a man, but in party animals who crack jokes, yawn and touch them. 
Anyone who adheres to the teachings of feminist times will fail terribly with 
women. The same goes for my traditional upbringing and conversations that 
presuppose a non-existent education and appreciation of male mind. Mastery in 
beer pong, drinking games and tomfoolery brings more - but mind you, only 
mastery at that too. For if anyone should attempt beer pong, drinking games and 
tomfoolery without practice and talent, he will be bottled up and lie around as 
an unsuccessful joke. Even among drinkers, the sexual selection of female 
choice strikes hard and mercilessly. 


I told a girl about the happy faces of poor Malagasy children. “Wealth does 
not make you happy. The poor children there romped around more unwarped 
and happily than ours. They were sure of their nature, without gender agenda, 
unspoilt.” 


A girl had told me similar things from South America. A classmate longed 
to go back, saying it was much warmer there than here. Women and men were 
not so sickly in their identity. Only the rich upper class would afford similar 
confusion and therefore know similar unhappiness. Simple people are more na- 
tural and therefore happier than role-confused people with Western influences. 


14  siehe Worterbuch: https://de.glosbe.com/de/mg/Neustadt 
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Queenstown — the Party Zone 


J am reconciled with the bus driver. Now everything is going well. I book a 


meal with the group, although I am staying in another hostel, in order to make 
full use of my prepaid pass with ten nights (base jumper card). I still have three 
nights free, but I can only use it to pay for a maximum of two nights in one 
place. As this is the penultimate stage with base hostel, but it is fully booked 
tomotrow, it just works out that way. 


After rushing up the hill for a picture, there was just time for brief notes. On 
the way back through town I had seen a half-dark-skinned South Asian looking 
around at two women in the car park, as I don't know locals of our time do; 
Queenstown too can claim to be gradually ‘enriched’. Then I had to rush to the 
bar and restaurant where we made reservations, get a decent meal with plenty of 
meat for a moderate group price agreed by Kiwi Experience there. 


There I sat at the table with others but isolated on the sidelines. The seducti- 
ve Brit no longer says hello back. His female interlocutors are replaced and 
more reserved than before. Perhaps his reputation is also ruined and his star is 
sinking. 


When I tried to move closer to the centre of society, I was told that I had to 
get a wristband and a voucher at the bar. When I finally got both after waiting at 
the counter, I was last at the table and on the outside again. 


To my right, a group of three strangers sat down at the table reserved for us. 
The two women tell a man with a strong French accent and a slightly southern 
look that they just hitchhiked here today. He, on the other hand, has been here 
partying for five days. So they are new acquaintances from today. They already 
have a favourite entertainer with a French accent on the first day. I tried to get 
involved by telling them about attempts to hitchhike with two girls to a special 
beach that can only be reached by climbing. They had invited me to come 
along. After half an hour we were still standing. Then I preferred to walk back 
because women are more easily picked up. They had told me later that they had 
found a car within minutes. 

“After I walked away from them, they also found a car within minutes. It's 
much easier for women.” 

She then looked at her friend and stopped answering me. Honesty is unde- 
sirable here and is punished with social and sexual discrimination by women. 
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I hardly heard what they were talking about with the favourite they had 
picked up today, so I am not in a position to judge. I recognised the following 
topics: Bull riding, which he wants to have done, skydiving, parties in Queens- 
town, travel plans. 


A second young man sat down next to me in the round of three, greeted the 
Frenchman with a possibly Mediterranean background as his buddy, introduced 
himself to the two women. Unlike me, he was immediately accepted by the 
group, part of the conversation. 


The round was now complete with two women and two party favourites. 
Whether the women's attention was later divided so that couples formed was 
not yet apparent in their time with us. 


Well done to those who conform to the 0815 fads popular with women. 
Female choice. Losing is the fate of many men. 


«And he never lasted long anywhere all his life, because he saw the scales 
of justice go wrong.» The scales of sexual justice are grossly skewed by evolu- 
tion in favour of women. 


The boys suggested going elsewhere for dinner, which the two female 
hitchhikers followed as a matter of course. That's how quickly acquaintances 
are formed in the party mile when you are either female, or a favourite of 
female choice. 


Male losers have a duty to be ‘cool’ about their defeat and find everything 
‘awesome’, wonderful and enjoyable. It is against the rules of the game to grasp 
the game. Noticing that some men are getting cheated on is considered a social 
‘crime’ — but not cheating on those men -; the whole pack called society falls 
scoffing and condemning ‘spoilsports’ like me who don't blindly accept their lot 
as the ‘most wonderful thing in the world’. It is not discrimination against male 
losers that is outlawed, but naming them. Those who speak of it are ridiculed, 
laughed at and given all the blame. Never are women to be criticised for mis- 
takes and consequences of poor female choices. Slightly less taboo, but still 
unseemly, is criticism of male winners of female selection. 


When I asked the bus driver for the departure time, some of the women in 
the group looked at me 'dismissively'. Something is broken and going wrong. 
Since they have formed their groups and acquaintances, I am disruptive leftover 
(loser) being watched suspiciously. 
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-““How are you?” 

Only rarely do I reply: 

-“Do you really want to know? The truth has already scared many away.” or 
even: 

-“Wonderful. If it weren't so — no one would want to know anything else 
anyway.” 

One boy thought the last answer was good and -“absolutely right’. 


13.1. 
In the dormitory there was a nice group of Dutch and Austrians from the 
Straybus. Short conversation. 


From the fully booked base I moved via a food market with many stalls, 
where I ate Indian food for breakfast and lunch, to the nomads. I asked two girls 
for the password for WiFi, which is indeed free. Plus point. 

They discussed the plan to walk up a mountain. 

-“Good idea. That's where I wanted to go. Which mountain do you want to 
climb?” 

-““We don't know yet,” they evasively choked off the conversation. 

Female selection strikes hard and drastically. An English party chap sat 
down next to them, is greeted kindly. He taps one of them on her jeans over her 
knee with his index finger, asks what they did yesterday and what they are up 
to. 

Yesterday they were on the beach: three girls, three b“oys, they tell him 
defensively. 

-“Three-three? That fits exactly. One for each,” he probes. 

They were on the beach, swimming and drinking. The latter is forbidden 
after 10 p.m. and costs a NZ$ 250 fine. In addition, their alcohol bottle was 
emptied. He reacts in dismay. Something better not happen to the booze. Alco- 
hol must be sacred, just after the courtship. 

Then he wants to know what they're up to today. 

-““We wanted to have a look at the hill, but we don't feel like walking. 
According to the description, the path is demanding. Maybe we'll take the cable 
car up.” 


This cable car hill is the idiot hill. Mountain tours are something else. The 
party boy says goodbye, but follows the two and hugs the second one (not the 
one he had patted over the knee) from behind while swinging her to the beat of 
the continuous disco drone, which here is loudly forced from dawn to dusk like 
in the Guantanamo prison camp. The prisoners of war who later formed the IS 
were treated with sound just like hostel guests in the chain corporation of young 
tourism. The only difference is that the tourists think such treatment is great. 
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I get looked at askant when I just try nice conversation starters. Ballermann 
types are allowed to touch them with their hands and knees. What goes or what 
‘harasses’ is female arbitrariness, gentle terror of sexual selection. 


If I behaved the same way as fashionable guys they are just getting to know, 
it could end badly for me: In the whole bus company I would be seen as a ‘nui- 
sance’, whereas the successful ones with such behaviour are universally liked. 
Maybe I would be thrown out. In some hostels, all it takes is a harmless, con- 
trived reason. When sexual discrimination strikes, it is often swift and drastic. 
Not everyone who is punished is a perpetrator — on the contrary, many are 
victims of female exclusion who are chalked up to what seems normal and 
pleasant in others. Feminism has taken this to the extreme. 


I was and am the eternal loser, which they don't give a shit about. There is 
no empathy for male losers. All empathy is for women or favourites, like 
ballermann types, victorious invaders, or famous criminals who get showered 
with female fan mail in jail. Female choice. 


The truth is pretty obvious, yet no one wants to know it. There are deep 
taboos about saying it. All the ridicule in the world is poured on those who talk 
about it. 


Afterwards, while waiting for the time to check in, I had a nice and proper 
conversation with two other German girls who are probably not party people; 
they were heading north in the opposite direction, to my regret. 


After moving into my room — all German girls this time, I have never 
experienced such a coincidence — I hurry up Queenstown Hill, which is a little 
higher than yesterday, but not high enough and even more entitled to the 
honorary title of ‘idiot hill’. The view is wonderful to the eye, but the lake can- 
not be captured on a picture with my zoom, which only allows a slight wide 
angle. I can either take the left wing or the right. For an overall picture, I would 
still need a frog's eye from here. 


Six years ago I had been here before and climbed a real mountain. I remem- 
bered the outskirts up in front of the forest on the hill where the hostel was, 
sought it out and asked for the way out. 

-“You need at least three hours to get up there,” said one of a German group 
at the table outside. 

One of the girls in the room even claimed that it was a five-hour walk to the 
summit. Six years ago, I scrambled up, took exactly three hours to reach the 
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ridge just below the summit and back to the valley, so almost there and back for 
the estimated time of the ascent. I had skipped the rest of the way over the ridge 
to the summit cross (or marking?), which was not far away and not much 
higher, because dense fog was moving over the ridge from behind and a strong 
updraft was coming up, whose gusts made walking on the narrow pointed ridge, 
from which steep slopes pointed down on both sides, a little dangerous. A gust 
could have taken you by surprise and swept you down, the mist could have 
made you miss the path and put you on slippery stones on the steep slope. This 
time, too, I make the experience that the cautious time indications can 
confidently be almost halved by alpinists who used to have almost the fast 
super-long stride of the South Tyrolean mountain boys. 


Dinner is ‘free’ for nomads; it turns out accordingly in the Loco Bar. Nood- 
les, too spicy, but nothing good. In the queue were two oriental men, one of 
whom looked like a Muslim. They were in a good mood and beaming, more ex- 
perienced than me, and immediately approached the two nice girls from earlier, 
with whom I was chatting. Later, however, the girls moved their bowl into a 
music-noisy side room. The Muslim and his buddy sat down in a group of girls 
at the table, but didn't get anywhere there either and then talked to each other. 


My neighbour girl tells me she wants to study social services. Her father is 
a psychiatrist, she wants to help and knows what she is doing. I talk about the 
difficulties of recent times, increasing disinhibition of violence, the influx from 
war and crisis areas, the strong replacement pressure of aggressive people 
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against bookworms and more mentally oriented boys and men like me. Add to 
this the now glaring disproportion of the sexes in young cohorts. When the boys 
and men, and the people as a whole, realise that they are being replaced, a crisis 
will erupt. It's a crime what is happening here, I tell her.. 


What I am omitting because it is considered too politically incorrect: even 
when women and girls join us through family reunification, approaching them 
is often prevented by force or punished with murder. On the other hand, they 
are very happy to poach among our girls and see that as their right. 


The girl is determined to help young people from ‘difficult backgrounds’ 
despite the difficulties I tell about, many of whom have given up in resignation. 
Because of her time-typical helper syndrome, it is to be feared that she will help 
our replacers who haunt our country and social system without justification, but 
not the displaced native male losers. This is what happened to me decades ago: 
Feminist women ‘helped' other women and called it “Pro Familia”; they sent me 
away. This is not real help, but an ideological perversion of help that is given to 
the wrong and unjustified, but denied to the really deserving and needy. Often — 
as in women's shelters — more 1s indoctrinated than helped. 


At the bar, there are obscene beverage names typical of party strongholds: 
“Quick Fuck”, “Licking Pussy” and other alcoholic hard drinks are offered 
there. The ‘humour’ of the fire juggler at the lakeside, which has become a huge 
open-air party mile, is similarly crude. Groups hang out everywhere, girls, 
women, men's groups, some with alcohol batteries and in matching condition. 
Mixed party groups lively chat. 


Maybe it would be nice here without female choice, without discrimination 
against men of the mind: thinkers, inventors, poets and brooders who created 
our civilisation but are marginalised by women as losers of selection, without 
boozers, drunks, in an intact culture. But it is not like that. Perhaps it never was. 
We need to establish and build such a just and loving culture. 


There is something magical about Queenstown in the evening. The lake- 
shore and adjacent neighbourhoods are reminiscent of Los Angeles' Venice 
Beach. Many people stroll through streets, past a variety of stalls, musicians and 
performers. Many young people in particular sit on the shore, which is nicer and 
more sociable than Paihia or Byron Bay, where a similar crowd is spread out 
over many kilometres, but here they line the lake close together, some close to 
delirium too, because the batteries of alcohol bottles and can packets are impos- 
sible to miss. 
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The pebble and gravel shore without a beach is also idyllic because of 
rustic, gnarled trees that are climbed and watered by people pouring alk down 
their throats at the top. Three almond-eyed Asian women clumsily made their 
way across a tiny tributary that could be waded through - the water would 
barely have reached above their ankles. But those who wanted to cross on dry 
feet or shoes had the opportunity to step from stone to stone. Instead, an Asian 
woman tries to play Tarzan with a hanging rope, slips one foot into the noose at 
the end, wants to but can't jump off. Instead of getting across, she hangs in the 
middle and doesn't know what to do. Her companions are hardly any better in 
their attempts to get her back. I give advice, but they don't listen to me. 
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From the tree opposite, where drinkers sit like a flock of birds, signs are 
given like thumbs up, also at the end, when with an united effort — her compani- 
ons and J — the one stranded on the ‘vine’ is finally not pulled to the shore, but 
hops into the shallow, harmless water and reaches the bank. Then the three of 
them follow my path over the stones. 


Everywhere chatting, drinking, or casually hanging out while the sun sinks 
across the lake. Several boys from the hostel sit there with girls. Nice life for 
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them. Despite the party clamour, I give the lake better marks than Paihia; I 
should have stayed here longer. Now back to the hustle and bustle, to Venice 
Beach, conjured up in miniature from the west coast of the USA to the inland 
lake of New Zealand. 


Once again I walk along the beach and experience an enchanting sunset, 
through which ships and a steamer cruise, flocks of seagulls pass, while groups 
of people chat at the front of the beach. I am one of the supernumerary men, 
walking around without girls and even without groups. I am the lonely wande- 
rer who takes the beautiful pictures of the successful others. I am the writer who 
may only mirror life. 


I try to let myself be enveloped by the atmosphere, to immerse myself in it, 
to become one with the outwardly idyllic hustle and bustle, to arrive as a human 
being in these rounds. 


I see few women sitting alone, but either aloofly busy with their all-dicta- 
ting mobile phone, or their boyfriend returning. Finally, I hear snatches of Ger- 
man conversation between two girls who sit alone for a while. 

-“What a wonderful evening atmosphere,” I greet; we strike up a conversa- 
tion. 


I compare this lakeside with the quaint trees where drinkers climb, where 


many groups are close together, to Venice Beach, Paihia and Byron Bay. 


-““We haven't been to Los Angeles yet,” they reply. 
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-“There are similarly incredible pastel colours in the water and evening 


” 


sky. 


In the midst of chatting, a drunk New Zealander with a beer can in his hand 
sits down right between us. 

-“T'm a fucking Kiwi. ... A nice fucking Moustache you have. ... How are 
you going?” 

-“T'm going forward.” 

-“Will you dive into the sea?” 

-“Not today” 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“T'm an alien from outer space.” 

-“You must have taken fucking acid. Have you got some?” 

The girls he asks: 

-“Ts this your friend?” 

Then he gets pushy, puts his arm around my shoulder. 

“May I hug you?” 

I move away. 

-“Stop it.” 

I move away; he crawls after me and tries to grab my legs, to bring me 
down. That's how quickly a magical surface tips over into displacement figh- 
ting. When he slung his hook, I sat down next to them again. But now a third 
woman came up to me, shook my hand: 

-“Nice to meet you.” 

That was her way of saying, “Get lost. You're not needed here.” Meanwhile, 
the Kiwi was bawling around like a hoarse mini-tarzan. 


“He's harmless,” others in his circle soothed me, but his war cry was clear: 
Here's a top dog bawling away small competitors. “You don't stand a chance 
against my antlers!’ 

Yet the two girls from Germany have only been here for a few days after 
four months of work elsewhere. They can't really know each other yet, especial- 
ly since he also asked them for personal information. 


I rose, gave the hoarse bawling alpha animal a wide berth, who was either 
conquering a territory or defending a new one. To my sadness, I saw the two 
girls sitting down in the round with the roaring stag, of all people. That's the 
kind of guy the women get in their circle; I get kicked out. If, for once, it's not 
women who discriminate against me, it's self-appointed top dogs like the 
drunken dolt. 


The world is radically unfair. Everything always happens the wrong way 
round. Those who deserve affection and sympathy are treated like shit and 
pushed away. But those who are dirty themselves and therefore deserve to be 
rejected are sweetly smiled at and preferred. That's how mean and twisted 
female choice is. 


The dream at the lake was shattered on the very first evening. 


Hostel: Two German women to my left and right talk about their 
relationships, one about couchsurfing. They had a competition with friends to 
spend as little money as possible. Almost every day they were in a different 
place, didn't know where they would stay until around two in the afternoon, and 
started to find a host for the same day. 

-“That always worked out, actually. We wrote to five or six people. This is 
the only one where we stayed in a hotel.” 


137 


-That's good. Maybe I can get by with my money that way.” 

She then tells another ‘funny situation’, how they first went to one house, 
didn't like it there so much, and thought about going to a second one they had 
also written to. But they decided to stay, which was good because the other one, 
as it turned out later, also lived in the same house. Otherwise they would have 
changed from landlord to tenant. 


Coincidentally, I also tried to find as much accommodation as possible for 
this trip via Couchsurfing to save on hostel nights. It didn't work out once in the 
whole of New Zealand with many requests, although I only have good reviews. 
That's how stark the difference is between men and women: the man will often 
never once find a couch in the destination country, even though I started 
looking a month before; the woman's group still finds a couch for the same day 
every afternoon! Opposite treatment according to sexes cannot be more crass! 


One of them, 26 years old, told us about relationships, that she was about to 
break up with her first real boyfriend; it wouldn't fit properly any more, and told 
negative things about him. The other, 19 or 20, wants to move in with her boy- 
friend first. “It won't work out”, many would tell her, because she has been 
separated from him for a year because of her journey. That would bother her, 
but less men, who would probably have the motivation to end up with her them- 
selves. 


To the question -“All clear?” I like to reply: 

-“Socrates said: ‘I know that I don't know.’ He was a clever m“an.” 

Sometimes also: -“If everything is clear to you, you haven't thought hard 
enough and have overlooked all the problems.” 

Or: “Our maths professors advised us to be careful with the all-quantor be- 
cause it's too easy to make false claims with ‘all’.” 

Or: “The smarter people are, the better they know the limits of their know- 
ledge. Those who think they understand everything are stupid.” 


In the evening, girls go dancing, some in diaphanous sexy clothes with lace. 
Booming disco basses boom up into the dormitory, which is still almost empty. 
But going out would be pointless; in the discos, female affection is bestowed 
even more crazily and perversely than on the beach, where I was roared away 
and could actually be glad not to be beaten up for talking to girls claimed by a 
round with Kiwi, although they both knew them at most days longer than I did 
— or not at all. Fighting for women is the toughest test in the animal kingdom, 
whether against the whims of the ladies' choice or between male competitors. 
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Lake Tekapo 


Whoopee, only two places left to fill, then the guidebook is finished, or what 


looks like one at first. After that, honesty and reality always come through for 
me. I don't want to pretend anything, but present the truth, however uncomfor- 
table and unpopular it may be. Should I call the book a life guide? How I tell 
women in conversations: 

-“Life is a journey. One can travel in many ways: mentally and physically, 
inside and outside. One can travel to foreign countries, to other continents or to 
unknown distant places. In the same way, you can travel mentally, for example 
in books. A good book is like a journey into a new mental world. A good book 
opens a new world of the mind. You can travel in your imagination, meditate, 
let yourself drift with the current of life. Writing books is also a mental journey 
into unnamed new territory, like any real creative process.” 


Some women find this cleverly spoken, others deadly boring, look away 
and raptly listen to funny party show-offs. What all women have in common is 
that they sexually select other men, discriminate against me after such speeches. 
Even if they should be good, they remain speeches of a born loser, flashes of in- 
spiration punished with the gentle terror of being rebuffed. And then femances 
want to tell me something about ‘hippies’! A publisher's editor mocked my con- 


139 


tent; she was a woman, a libber and also a bit of a hippie. Ridiculous! They are 
the ones who betray even those values and twist them into the opposite. The 
primal hippies wanted easy happiness with women, but to abolish games that 
women engage in with men. Then a feminist wave came and radically tightened 
up their games. Discriminated game characters do not have the right to notice or 
even address their own discrimination. They have to accept their fate. 


Maori legends surround seas and glaciers; when we look at the relationship 
between men and women, such tales are truer than the pladdish crap that femi- 
nist media have been filling us with for decades, if not generations. 


At the Franz Josef Glacier, the Maori legend was: A girl loved the moun- 
tains very much; she told her lover to go to the mountains. There he perished. 
The glacier consisted of the frozen tears of the girl mourning her lover. 


No one needs to do a chemical analysis to prove that the glacier cannot be 
made of frozen tears, that this is a ‘typical patriarchal’ legend — although the 
South Seas are known for problematic matriarchies. Hopefully you can guess to 
what extent the legend aptly describes male burdens and mortal danger. 


The lake in Queenstown was explained as the heart of a monster. For it pul- 
sates. Once a mighty monster stole a beautiful princess. One can hardly blame 
it, for it had certainly come up short in sexual selection. But violence interferes 
with female choice, with the course of evolution, which discriminates against 
many men, excludes them. That is the real reason why it is severely punished. 

Good young men immediately set out to free the captive princess. What 
would go down better with girls than rescuing her in a wonderful way? The 
trump card in courtship! “I have saved you. Will you give me your heart in re- 
turn?” This is also the case in the opera Imeneo by George Frideric Handel. 


The monster ate them all. Apparently it was a cannibal, which was common 
in Stone Age societies — also in the South Seas, including the Maori. To those 
who dream of idyllic South Seas, I wish you bon appétit. The monster had 
neither been converted to a vegan diet nor to astronaut food. 


This corresponds to the princes of native fairy tales, who are murdered by 
the dozen in an attempt to win the princess for themselves. No one has dared to 
call the princess what she is: cruel. With this I have dared to do so. As childish 
as fairy tales seem, they express the facts of sexual selection and discrimination 
against male losers more clearly than the average modern person's mind, which 
considers itself clear. Modern minds could be more confused than the fairy tales 
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of our ancestors — which brings us back to the parable of the ant algorithm and 
the rice terrace culture. 


Only the last prince — sorry, Maori youth — was smart enough not to die. He 
thought to himself, ‘At some point the monster must sleep.” Even when it was 
asleep, the hero could not kill the huge monster, as big as a mountain range, 
himself. Instead, he lit a great fire that burned it in its sleep — not quite though. 
Its beating heart full of blood could not burn, became the lake at Queenstown. 


Anyone who thinks our society would be more developed should take a 
look at how ridiculously the affections of girls are given away in the party busi- 
ness today. At least back then it was a brave and clever youngster who got the 
nod. Today it is ballermann men who pick up women and produce offspring, 
which are then carried by ballermann women. Every civilisation collapses in the 
long run with such negative breeding choices. What is sillier, old fairy tales or 
party chats that also like to get obscene, remains to be seen. 


The lakes were created by ice-age glaciers and primordial streams that ate 
their way through the mountains and dug and carved deep, quite shallow val- 
leys. Today, some of them are lakes or reservoirs. 


Actually, the Maori name for the lake is Takapo. Britons like to change vo- 
wels as they are used to because of the difference between written and spoken 
English. When monks brought the Latin alphabet to Britain, they wrote words 
as they were spoken at the time. Unlike in Germany, there was never any wri- 
ting reform; the language changed. The result was a drifting apart of phonetic 
status and spelling. If we were to write words as they were written in Old High 
German times, we would be astonished! 


14.1. 

Two English-speaking party blokes narrated. One had a “German 
girlfriend” in Queenstown, but she had “not been good”. If the girls heard party 
guys talking about them, who they chose for themselves! But the girls don't 
want to know that, and whoever tells them is the bad guy and a buzzkill to boot. 
He will also be accused of envy. To this we must say: Envy is completely justi- 
fied. It may have been frowned upon since the Middle Ages or even antiquity, 
perhaps since the Stone Age, or even considered a vice: In this case, it is the 
most reasonable reaction, not a vice, but a drive that shows the truth to which 
the masses close their eyes. This shows that envy also has its justification, does 
not always testify to bad character, but may be life-saving and necessary in cer- 
tain situations. Those who do not defend themselves against their replacement 
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and exclusion from life will usually perish. Natural feelings would not exist if 
they had no meaning. 


Above all, women should stop berating men as if they were to blame for the 
consequences of poor female choices. Women corrupted by feminism refuse to 
take responsibility for the consequences of their own actions and choices. Men 
are the way they are because that is what makes them successful with women; 
their genetic make-up is the result of sexual selection by women for millions of 
years. Men who didn't behave the way women like them died out. Plump party- 
ballermann men are the result of female breeding selection on men, of their 
discrimination against the bookworms, brooders, inventors, poets and thinkers 
who are labeled ‘boring’, ‘incomprehensible’ or ‘odd’. Evolutionary biologists 
explain it: males of all species have to respond to the females' hat signals, adapt 
to their fashions, or they are discriminated against, whereupon their genes die 
out. Feminism has it all backwards. My criticism of ballermann men is also di- 
rected primarily at women, who choose wrongly, have produced such behaviour 
in the first place with their selection pressure and continue to produce it. Any- 
one who doesn't understand this is stupid. 


The conversation with the two German girls next to me on the bus — where 
I ended up on the back seat again because everything else looked occupied — 
broke off the moment I told them about the ugly outcome of my conversation 
last night on the beach. Honesty is punished. Tucholsky already knew that those 
who point out dirt are considered more dangerous than those who make it. 


The presumed Briton, who had been bragging about his German party girl- 
friend in Queenstown, which probably got laid by him there, tells of conditions 
in which he felt chased by a white dog. When the bus driver announced that 
alcohol was allowed in the hostel today, he triumphantly threw up his arms. By 
the way, the condition with the white animals is called delirtum tremens. Any- 
way, he (Welsh, actually) successfully sent spermies on their way. Perhaps these 
will populate tour coaches when he has drunk his liver to rubble. 


Slander is the weapon of the powerless. Presumably the ballermann dwarf 
filled a condom, cut off from fertile eggs beyond reach. Perhaps it was the con- 
dom lying at the bottom of a shower that prompted me to seek out another. 


A patriotic New Zealander raved that New Zealand is the best country in 
the world! That may be true for him. But he didn't tell me if his name happened 
to be “Skin Cancer’. (NZ is the country with the highest skin cancer rate in the 
world). 
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While waiting in line at the reception in Lake Tekapo, the British bus party 
stallion who had familiarly touched the two German girls yesterday put his head 
on the shoulder of an English-speaking blonde with two braided pigtails. He 
then pressed his knee into the back of her knee. This is now the third woman he 
has made physical contact with in front of me in two days. Since I rarely see 
him, I would like to know how many there are in total in a short time. He is 
considered popular - a sought-after party guy, that is. If I did the same with just 
one woman, I would either be beaten up, thrown out of the bus or hostel, or 
otherwise face unpleasant consequences. But she and her group of women are 
just arranging to take the same dormitory. Female choice. Unjust and nonsensi- 
cal as usual. 


Once the women were gone or out of the game, there was really nice socia- 
lising and conversation with the group of men from the dormitory, including the 
Welsh Brit who was successful in Queenstown. It's remarkable how a company 
travelling together can shake up perspectives within hours or minutes. One mi- 
nute a competitor, the next good buddies — just as quickly the other way round. 


This is how the male dominance hierarchy works, but especially the social 
organisation among the British. The superficial politeness towards each other 
and openness towards strangers are impressive. This cushions and avoids tensi- 
ons, gives everyone room to fail or prove themselves. The superficial sweet-tal- 
king and approaching strangers, who are tentatively included with polite phra- 
ses, become visible. “Hi’’, “Hi there”. There is no sparing of hollow, meaning- 
less compliments. “Awesome hat”, “Awesome moustache”, “Cool”. Competiti- 
on is cushioned and smoothed over with empty phrases. Anyone who only ans- 
wers “fine” to the question of how he is doing is already considered rude. The 
scale is open upwards: “Awesome”, “What a beautiful day’, “fantastic”. Especi- 
ally between the sexes “sweety”, “sweetheart”, “my dear” and so on. This has 
nothing to do with reality. It is as harsh and merciless as everywhere else, which 
is hidden under the false surface. 


It seems understandable how the British could build a world empire in this 
way. Their manners express the experience of those who once ruled three quar- 
ters of the land area of this earth. This is their advantage, which is also reflected 
in music (jazz, rock 'n roll, ‘British invasion’ from the Beatles to the Who, later 
disco and house), films (e.g. Hollywood) and market-driven, mostly shallow 
Anglo-Saxon literature. Its disadvantage is the high degree of superficiality and 
mendacity of that superficial appearance. 


On the other hand, I, the traditional German thinker, am completely diffe- 
rent. I am wooden everywhere, could easily be called “Boche’ by the French, 
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and am annoyed by the hollow phrases that do not correspond at all to what is 
really going on. This awkwardness on the parquet of beautiful appearances is 
my disadvantage, but for that it is people like me who can think deeply about 
the processes, ponder, discover disgusting new connections and devise a better 
system after exposing the flaws of the old one. It's uncomfortable, annoying, 
but the progressive spirit we once developed when we were considered poets 
and thinkers in the 19th century, had the world's best philosophers. Before that 
we had the best musicians (Johann Sebastian Bach to Beethoven), later many 
scientists. These also show the different qualities that were developed in the re- 
spective heyday. Bach's music is like mathematics. In the field of language, our 
greats like Kleist have hardly established themselves internationally, because 
such linguistic acuity is probably hardly translatable, not even as spectacular as 
James Joyce. 


The British (by which I mean Anglo-Saxons, regardless of whether they 
live in GB, AU, NZ or elsewhere) noticed this too, attributed spirit and intellect 
to me, despite my awkwardness of manner. 


German sociability is much more tarnished than British: after all, they sur- 
vived two world wars as victors, whereas our necks were broken several times. 
German youths show a mixture of remnants of the old German way of thinking, 
overloaded with modern ideologies, and pushed back by an imitation of the 
Anglo-Saxon system, which forms a kind of layer or surface that has to be 
scratched to find its own remnants. The German is at once more awkward and 
therefore more vulnerable, but also stronger and more profound. If he trusts in 
his strength, he may get lucky a few times, but then be brought down by the 
more supple Anglo-Saxons. This seems to be similar in social life as it is on the 
battlefields of war. But the suppleness of the British lacks the deep brooding 
with which the German thinker ploughs up the field on which they stand. 


For our social society to function, it needs, even more than elsewhere, re- 
cognition for thinkers who sometimes ‘dissent’, i.e. are ‘politically incorrect’ — 
the zeitgeist's infatuation with supposed ‘lateral thinkers’ is pointless if this only 
applies to one direction, but ‘incorrect’ entails stigmatisation and exclusion. 
Those who are celebrated as ‘lateral thinkers’ today are usually just the oppo- 
site, namely part of the feminist, leftist and immigration-obsessed elite. 


If we disregard such cultural differences, the biological ones come to the 
fore: women choose, engage in sexual selection; men form alliances in which 
the unpopular are pre-sorted, integrated and thus rendered socially harmless, but 
cut by women. If women integrate, then only in a way that gives losers no 
chance. From this point of view, the current integration of foreign male surplus 
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is a high-grade perversion, because the supplanters of native boys and men re- 
ceive a solidarity that goes as far as accepting them as sex partners, while at the 
same time such solidarity is strictly denied to indigenous men and boys. Unau- 
thorised intruders are torn out of their loser status in solidarity, but their own 
men are pushed into the loser status. Yet enough girls have been born for the 
invaders in their homeland that they should care for. Even where there is a lack 
of girls, as in parts of Asia, that is their own fault, they have no right first to 
tamper with their own nature and then steal girls from others whom they did not 
want to bear. 


Male social unions are open to men, but then create a valuation according to 
rank; female ones exclude many men, according to their own arbitrariness or 
according to the rank and standing of men in their group. In both female and 
male associations, the problems arise from the pressure of female choice, which 
threatens men with exclusion and forces them to prove themselves through high 
rank. 
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Christchurch — The Shaky City 
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Christchurch is the city of many earthquakes and parties, a dance on the volca- 


no with eyes closed, so to speak. For others, it's a place to wait for the flight 
home. 


It is interesting to note that on this trip, unlike previous ones, I have 
made hardly any Facebook friends (Myspace before that). In fact, more 
people dropped out than joined, so the total number dropped slightly. For 
male winners, it works the other way round; even brand new acquaintances 
like the Frenchman and Dane with the women next to me at the table in 
Queenstown, who had only tramped here the same day, exchanged pictures 
on mobile phones and asked to be sent, resulting in contact and phone 
number exchange. Phone swapping was parlour game once you were the 
winner of the selection. 


15.1. 


Last day on the bus. The tour company has moved through Hobbitland, 
found no Lord of the Rings, and is breaking up. An interesting driver — red- 
blond beard, classic hard rock from the early 1970s — drives us into the 
flatlands, where erosion material from the “southern Alps” has washed in. 


The sun burns particularly fiercely through New Zealand's still thin 
ozone layer at sea, shore or glacier, where the UV radiation is reflected, and 
at altitude, with a thinner protective layer above. Twice I have narrowly es- 
caped sunburn: In Wellington (by the sea) and in Tekapo (high altitude), 
where ten times protection was not enough, even though I mostly sat behind 
windows in the bus. Especially in the collar area, the skin reported a slight 
burning sensation. 


The Wales-Brit (who laid a German girl in Queenstown) is very soci- 
able. Before the bus, after putting down the backpacks while waiting for the 
driver: 

-“Did you see many stars last night?”, I asked. 

-“Oh, it was amazing! An unbelievable number of stars. But I didn't stay 
out long, because it was damn cold,” he replied casually. 


The male group that gathers around the back seat of the bus is open, to 
everyone, it seems. Then let him show what he has to offer. In evolutionary 
theory, this corresponds to the male dominance hierarchy. Everyone be- 
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longs, but only a few are high in rank, universally popular, or whatever the 
designation may be in different walks of life. This becomes clear when they 
meet women who are not firmly mated. Then the ‘successful’ are clearly se- 
parated from the ‘losers’, who are not given any status, according to what- 
ever strange criteria. 


Quite differently behaves the groups of women who are waiting in front 
of the bus. Women now talk among themselves, even more than men, who 
would not be averse to talking to girls. The differences are very telling when 
the women's glances occasionally touch men. Another is met with a wave, a 
smile and friendly questions or greetings. He counts for something with the 
girl or women in general, and receives their sympathy and empathy. 


In stark contrast to this radiance is the only female gaze I catch today: a 
very cool, disparaging look that expresses no feeling whatsoever, more like, 
“What kind of guy is that?” The evolutionary explanation: since I don't have 
a high status in the male group, in fact none at all, don't even really belong, 
my rating is either low or unclear. Failure? Loner, i.e. oddball, falling out- 
side the dominance hierarchy altogether? Cheater? 


As evolutionary researcher Steve Moxon wrote, there is a female “chea- 
ter detection” that is supposed to detect male cheaters who signal more rank 
than they deserve. An image, however good (me, for example, as a writer, 
with narratives of many books and philosophical notes), is tainted and inva- 
lidated by a single (even apparent) inconsistency. If there is even one para- 
meter that contradicts what is actually a good image, women will notice it, 
instinctively assume cheating on rank, exclude the candidate as a failure. 


With such unusual things as I do, inconsistencies are found in heaps. I 
don't even need to speculate what causes such reactions and rejections: pro- 
bably many things, too many to change. If it were that simple, everyone 
would be a superhero, which is obviously impossible: there can only be very 
few. So it requires a lot of constant effort, which is then taken away from 
meaningful work. So some then specialise in life as a party, to become good 
enough at it to be on the winning side. This is a consequence of female 
choice. 


Those who concentrate on real work have little chance of standing up to 
the full-time flirters in areas that are fashionable among ladies. That is a 
consequence of female choice. 
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I chatted briefly with two German girls behind me as one of them ate a 
yellow kiwi with skin. She said they probably wouldn't grow anywhere else. 
I told her that the original name was “chinese gooseberry”, that they come 
from China and that they also thrive in our country, growing like vines. I 
also have some in my garden, as well as the smaller, hairless kiwai, which 
are particularly sweet and tasty. But these girls also thin out the thread of 
conversation until it breaks. 


The Kinks' “Thank you for the days” is playing on the bus, and its rever- 
berations will accompany me all the way over the clouds on my return 
flight. This bus driver is into classic rock, not rap or house; now one is 
missing with Bach fugues and Handel operas. 


The bus driver apologises for the ‘boring route through flat land’, saying 
that today is the last day for many of us on board the Kiwi Experience bus: 
time to say goodbye to the tour company (a somewhat sad affair at times), 
to return to real life. 


Christchurch, built around 1850, had been considered the “most English 
city outside the British Isles” before the earthquakes. Today, the nickname 
is: “shaky city”. 


To “Knock knocking on heavens door’ by Bob Dylan we drove into 
Christchurch to the sound of the 1960s. The girl sitting behind me said 
“That's such a good song”, which I think is astonishing because she is quite 
young, it was written long before her time. I myself find the title a bit trite, 
the reference to the mother a bit femi***. Momma's boy! Easily these end 
up on the wrong side, on the leash of feminists. 


While Mick Jagger sings “Brown Sugar’, the first natural blonde leaves 
us. Second stop Christchurch Youth Hostel: This is where most of the travel- 
ling party gets off. The British master of physical contact with many women 
hugs the disembarking woman with two blonde braids goodbye. 


Third stop Rucksacker: To “Hey Joe” by Jimi Hendrix, it's not me who 
gets a send-off, but a few more women. I'll spare you an analysis of this 
song, which was highly famous among hippies worldwide at the time and 
revered like a hymn, in terms of the sexes and violence, otherwise we'd end 
up with Eldridge Cleaver, 1968 alternative presidential candidate, who, like 


149 


the song, exposes the blatant double standards of the zeitgeist ... It is still 
played today in Nepal, where the trek of hippies brought it in the 1960s to 
1970s. 


Now it's my turn and I'll shut up soon. Bye, wave, wave! 


16.1. 
I give a few stars to the All Stars Inn, the local offshoot of the Base. 


Christchurch Airport: Union-looking posters visible all the way into the 
plane proclaim: “I step onsite with the right attitude.”: self-righteousness 
and coercion of opinion. The poster makers know what the ‘right’ attitude is 
and fight any other. 


“I speak up when I see something that's not right.” The well-intentioned 
sign means moral courage, but spreads the opposite: intimidation of dissen- 
ting opinions, terror of opinion by the self-appointed ‘good guys’. Similarly, 
since the 1970s, I have inwardly refuted every sentence I have heard or read 
from feminists. 


Then the big bird started rolling. 
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Afterword 


Six years ago, a “Magic Bus”, whose name is the same as a song by The Who 


from the hippie era, ferried people to supposed ‘sights’ on Kiwi Islands, such as 
the supposedly ‘steepest road in the world’. There, the throng clustered at the 
top, taking photos of the ‘sensation’ and each other. I snapped an ironic picture 
of the bunch all snapping the same thing — ultimately a nothingness that had 
been turned into an attraction by weird imagination. 


In the meantime, the bus tours seem to have become a bit more normal, to 
avoid the term ‘more grown-up’, because the permanent party has something of 
an immature Peter Pan, who has made it into the namesake of a travel agency 
chain. But such scurrilities are now dispensed with. Or have I just got used to it, 
to the Hobbit and Lord of the Rings tourists? The commercial character has 
greatly increased, resembling the once infamous sales trips. Not a day goes by 
without some expensive and not entirely harmless extreme sports event being 
talked into your head; at times I have had to cover my ears because I wanted to 
jot down ideas that were washed away by the advertising chatter. 


New Zealand humour, however, continues to show itself when stopping at a 
viewpoint without a view, where only the same hills on both sides of the road 
were visible as during the whole drive; indeed, even less, because the quite 
close hills blocked the view. In Iceland, they would probably have called the 
lemming photographers' stand Troll Rock. 
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Publisher's Responses 


§ our signed publishing contracts for this book were cancelled; all four German 
publishers terminated without publishing it. After years of searching, I had sig- 
ned a contract for the book now called “NO!” with the now defunct Betzel 
Verlag in 1992, for which the latter had already set up an ISBN number naming 
the title. The last sign of life was the entry in the list of available books: “This 
book is not being published.” My first publishing house that actually printed 
had signed for five books, but after the first one, the division was abandoned. 
The now defunct Juwelen Verlag had contractually promised to publish three of 
my books in the same year, which as we know did not happen. Several times 
interest was expressed verbally or by email, but then they backed out before 
signing, sometimes with grotesque justifications. Anyone called ‘Deichmohle’ 
is systematically harassed and prevented from succeeding. 


«Sun 09 Dec 2018, 13:24 

Re: AW: Philosophical reflections on group travel and what it shows us 
Hello Mr Deichmohle, 

great, I'm glad to hear that. 

Just correct the contract by handwriting and email it back to me.» 


The novel of the present is not an epistolary novel like “The Sorrows of 
Young Werther” by Goethe, who was just as young at the time, nor is it an email 
novel like yesterday. How do you think it goes on? My novels are digital docu- 
ments that not only describe reality but also quote it, no longer arbitrary and 
therefore at random imagination, but record scientifically verifiable patterns in 
documentary form. 


«Mon 10.12.2018, 09:12 

Re: contract, AW: Philosophical reflections on group travel and what it 
shows us 

Hello Mr Deichmohle, 

enclosed is the contract now also signed by me — I am very pleased.» 


Finally, the turnaround I have been striving for in over 30 years of diligent- 
ly writing books and applying to publishers is in sight! Oh you joyous blessing- 
bringing Christmas time! I'm listening to a Handel opera, a Bach fugue and 
Wagner's Flying Dutchman. Redemption! 


«From: HB Publishing | | 


Sent: Tuesday, 11 December 2018 13:01 
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To: Jan Deichmohle 

Subject: AW: Contract, AW: Philosophical reflections on group travel and 
what it shows us. 

Hello Mr Deichmohle, 

there is a problem: My service providers are bailing out on me. 

They don't want to have anything to do with the name ‘Deichmohle’, so 
I don't have the usual channels for publishing a book. 

I am therefore unfortunately unable to help with the publication, I am really 
sorry. 

With kind regards» 


-,,. ear Mr i. 


we have signed a contract. Which service provider should back out - that 
would be an unprecedentedly intolerant incident? There are truths that are 
currently being reacted to hysterically. That is precisely why it is particularly 
important to make these known, otherwise we will end up in a dictatorship of 
opinion, if we are not already in it.” 


BB Publishing | 

Di 11.12.2018, 16:00 

Hello Mr. Deichmohle, 

It's crazy, I've never had that either. 

I can't find anyone who can help me... 

I'm deleting everything now, if only because of the DSGVO. 

So you can consider this email “termination of contract”. Too bad.» 


This was the third of a total of four offers to publish this book that were 
cancelled for harebrained reasons. In the meantime, it is no longer possible, 
even as an unknown author, to get a harmless travel book published after state- 
ments have been slandered as ‘politically incorrect’. In the case of a Sarrazin or 
Piringci, anti-democratic boycotts only began when their books sold well and 
were controversially debated. Now it is not even possible to become a regularly 
published and read author. Shot down in advance on suspicion because of an 
unpleasant name. 


Obviously I have the wrong sexes for media: 


«From: | | <Q @traumzeit-publishing JP 


Sent: Tuesday, 23 January 2018 13:08 

To: Jan Deichmohle 

Subject: Re: New Zealand — Travel guide of a different kind — Kiwi Experi- 
ence Bus 
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Dear Jan, 

thank you for your enquiry. 

Traumzeit is only a tiny publishing house and I don't think I'll be publishing 
any books by other authoresses in the foreseeable future, apart from people we 
already have in the publishing house.» 


Well, I'm not really a authoress either. 


«From: az <Q @publishinghouse JP 


Sent: Mittwoch, 24. Januar 2018 09:54 

To: deichmohle@] 

Subject: Your project proposal New Zealand — Travel guide of a different 
kind — Kiwi Experience Bus 

Dear Mr Deichmoehle, 

... Unfortunately, we cannot publish your book idea as the subject matter 
does not fit into our current publishing strategy.» 


In most cases, toepic does not fit into the publishing strategy — that is the 
erroer. 


From: eS <M Qmundo-marketing JP 


To: Jan Deichmohle 

Sent: Thursday, 25 January 2018 18:50:05 CET 

Subject: AW: New Zealand — Travel guide of a different kind — Kiwi 
Experience Bus 

Hello Mr Deichmohle, 

Thank you very much for your kind email. We were very pleased to receive 
it. 

Your travelogue is beautifully and vividly written. Unfortunately, it does 
not fit into our programme, at least not in the way I would like to develop it in 
the future. Therefore, unfortunately, I cannot publish your title. 

This has NOTHING to do with you or your book.» 


However, the following is obviously related to me and the contents of the 
book: 


«On Monday 29 January 2018, 10:34:01 CET, Publisher Kern 
(@verlag-kern J wrote the following: 
Good day Mr Deichmohle, 
please remove our email address from your mailing list immediately and 
spare us from further mailings, we are not interested in it. 
>From: Jan Deichmohle 
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>Sent: Friday, 26 January 2018 18:40 

>Subject: New Zealand — reflections on group tours and what they show us 

>A beautiful day, 

>Humans have been travelling since time immemorial. A reflection on soci- 
al travel, particularly with New Zealand's Kiwi Experience bus, the places tra- 
velled to, social and sex relations, philosophy ... a multi-dimensional book and 
original travel guide for your publisher. Please publish it.» 


No matter whether I am going to write a children's book, cookbook, pro- 
gramming manual, picture book or a collection of formulas: the publisher for- 
bids me to submit. Not even the Inquisition of the Middle Ages did that. 


A hero of colourful, tolerant diversity, this nice smart aleck already proved 
himself to be on the occasion of an earlier book: 


«On Tuesday, 27 June 2017, 20:30:41 CEST, Smart and Nice Headquarters 
<Q @smart-and-nett-publishing JP wrote the following: 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

... We expressly distance ourselves from the content that you prefer, so 
there will be no cooperation.» 


In a dictatorship of attitudes, ‘right’ attitudes include the indignant rejection 
of any contrary thought. Anti-fascism is good, but anti-feminism is absolutely 
taboo and considered evil, although feminism and fascism are comparable ideo- 
logies: Sex struggle or racial struggle. 


«From: J @mandelbaum JP 


Sent: 11:28 Thursday, 27 October 2016 

Re: controversial book on mass migration & feminism 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

Where did you get the idea that in our publishing house, which has explicit- 
ly feminist and anti-racist literature in its programme, we would publish 
Islamophobic and anti-feminist machinations.|’| Please do not molest us 
further.» 


What we have always intuited is made clear by the publisher (he/she/it): 
Those who do not think feminist harass. Those who do not allow themselves to 
be replaced, harass. The taxpayer is a heavy burden for welfare recipients who 
take girls and fuck them, while the taxpayer works hard, pays him, but doesn't 
get a local girl. What criticises feminism is considered ‘machination’. 


«From: || <Q @ubrwerk-publishing JP 
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Sent: Wednesday, 15 February 2017 10:53:33 CET. 

Subject: Re: highly topical novel about male losers of feminism and mass 
migration. 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

we have no interest whatsoever in your novel as it is diametrically oppo- 
sed to the values we hold, at Uhrwerk Verlag and Feder & Schwert... nor in 
line with our convictions of a pluralistic ... philanthropic world. 

We therefore also ask you to refrain from further submissions to us.» 


Consequently, it is supposed to be pluralistic to insult dissenters and exclu- 
de them from publication. It is considered philanthropic to engage in hateful 
discrimination against male losers who are rejected by girls on a daily basis and 
to indignantly forbid any criticism of their exclusion from life. In plain langu- 
age: This is a terror of opinion and cynical oppression, which still advertises it- 
self as ‘philanthropic’. 


«From: Elisa <Q @books-magazin JP 


Sent: Wednesday, 30. September 2015 19:04 

Subject: Re: How the gender agenda is causing the influx of Islamists and 
emigration — new non-fiction book 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

the horribleness of the website you link to suggests that your book is 
similarly horrifying. Therefore, I will ignore it.» 


The lady develops emotional prejudice against dissenters and then takes the 
book and author to be in kin custody (guilt by association). This is an award- 
worthy achievement in the competition to involuntarily reveal one's own intole- 
rance. 


We can thank such publishers for expressing their prejudices so clearly. 
Contemporaries are plastered in established media with feminist anti-male 
views and complete failure of empathy towards native male losers, but coward- 
ly conceal this from themselves. Only rarely can the deep-seated and wide- 
spread hatred be documented so beautifully and clearly. I'll play the “Wilhelm 
Reich” of the conservatives and normals now; he would have said their collecti- 
ve callousness is “emotional plague”. But the ice is getting thinner for spiteful 
empathy failure; more and more people recognise qualities and react decently: 


«Sent: Monday, 29 January 2018 at 3:54 pm 


From: <3 60grad-medien JP 


Subject: Re: New Zealand — Travel book of a different kind — The Kiwi Ex- 
perience Bus 
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Hello Jan, 

first of all, thank you very much for sending us your manuscript. It is very 
well written, but we decided some time ago not to publish any travelogues as 
books... But we are keeping our fingers crossed for you in your search for a 
suitable publisher. 

Many greetings from Mettmanm) 


The “Kiwi experience” also yielded bans on submissions. 


«From: Akazia Verlag <M Gakaziaverlag 

Sent: Monday, 5 February 2018 09:59 

Subject: AW: New Zealand — reflections on group travel and what it shows 
us 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

Today, as on previous occasions, we have no interest in your manuscript. 

Please take us off your distribution list! ...» 


There is no distribution list — each submission is done individually by hand. 
It is not a book that is rejected here, but a blanket rejection of an author and 
everything he might write in the future. In addition, every voice of male losers 
is generally knocked down, who are not supposed to be heard under any cir- 
cumstances. 


«From: Simon Verlag <Hohj sv 

Sent: Friday, 16. February 2018 18:25 

Subject: Re: New Zealand — Reflections on Group Travel... 
Please remove us from your distribution list.» 


The answer may look ordinary, but the attitude is typical of many and, in 
the mass, by no means harmless. The range of my books now extends from 
travelogues to tragedies in verse in the classical style, to stories and reportages, 
to non-fiction with a scientific presentation, sources and index. Therefore, it is 
not plausible to reject a person instead of a work and to reject in advance any 
book that this person might still write on any subject. 


Instead of a publication by a popular publisher that is actually read, I now 
seem to have a ‘bad reputation’ for ‘political incorrectness’ that prevents publi- 
cation. 


«I would immensely love to publish your Kiwi experiences (probably... 
I've only had a peek so far) if there were still a chance today... So I wish you the 
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best of luck in finding a publisher who sees things differently. I have a little 
faith that such a publisher could exist.» (Isele Verlag, 9.2.2018) 


«From: bp. Verlag ma 
Sent: Monday, 9 April 2018 16:55 


To: Jan Deichmohle 

Subject: Re: New Zealand — Reflections on group travel and what it shows 
us 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

The script you have offered does not in any way meet our expectations of 
good literature. It is not even close to what we want to publish, neither in terms 
of language nor content. 

Please refrain from bothering us with further scripts in future.» 


It can be inferred from this that for attitude-publishing house Verlagshaus, 
good literature is defined as follows: Feminist, inviting male surplus from all 
over the world, naive and deluded. After you the deluge. Those who understand 
what contemporaries are not supposed to understand write allegedly ‘bad’ lite- 
rature, in which novel contents, philosophical depth are just as unrecognised as 
novel literary means of expression. Those who contradict contemporary ideolo- 
gy are slandered and denigrated. Male losers receive ridicule and scorn on top 
of it. Character, empathy and intelligence are crucial disadvantages in the cur- 
rent literary establishment. The established show empathy failure, obtuseness 
and often bad character. 


«From: Rosengartenverlag 

Sent: Sonntag, 8. April 2018, 16:35:57 MESZ 

Subject: AW: AW: AW: Neuseeland ... 

Dear Mr. Deichmohle, ... Your script is really good, you will find a sui- 
table publisher.» 


Wrong — not a single publisher in the German-speaking world published! 
No sooner does a publisher show interest, no sooner does a breakthrough 
through the icy wall of contempt, taboo and empathy failure, as well as the 
unwillingness to deal with unwelcome truth, come within reach, than a grotes- 
que retreat occurs that seems like bizarre fantasy. Many pages could be filled 
with rejections from publishers who personally appreciated and approved of the 
book, but were overruled by colleagues who were intolerant or worry warts. 


A particularly grotesque affair was perpetrated by a publishing house which 
I am not allowed to name because it is threatening legal action in the meantime. 
It began with the fact that this book was apparently liked and proposed for pub- 
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lication. The documentation of true events, whereby names are made unrecog- 
nisable, is part of the journalistic craft and must not be prevented even by 
threats. 


«On 21.05.2018 at 10:09 Deichmohle wrote: 

Have a wonderful day Mr 7. 

People have been travelling since time immemorial. A consideration of 
social travel, especially with New Zealand's Kiwi Experience bus, the places 
travelled to, social and sex relations, philosophy ... a multi-dimensional book 
and original travel guide for your publisher. Please publish it. ...» 


«21 May 2018 13:44:29 +0200 Pill ---- 

Good day to you too, Mr Deichmohle! 

Thank you very much for sending us your manuscript. We will keep it 
absolutely confidential. 

As a professional, I don't need to explain to you that it is a very 
snappily written manuscript that fits in well with our line and we can 
include it in our programme for 2019. 

However, we question whether this is even possible, as the manuscript 
already has an ISBN, so has obviously already been published. 

The research on the ISBN you provided presents us with a puzzle, because 
the ISBN you provided is already taken, and it is for a title from the Twentysix 
publishing house. However, the author is different, and so is the title. Therefore, 
unfortunately, we cannot publish your manuscript. ...» 


«On 21.05.2018 at 16:54 Deichmohle wrote: 

Have a nice Whit Monday Mr i. 

I am pleased with your interest; you are welcome to publish my book. It is 
unpublished; I just like to secure the rights beforehand by getting a free ISBN to 
protect the title and content. As soon as a publisher is interested, it will be 
deleted immediately. So I have already published several books with real 
publishers. In fact, I find that this ISBN has since been given to another author 
for a different book as well. Thank you for pointing this out. Please ignore the 
ISBN. I have all rights to the book, text and images. 

Please send me a regular publishing contract. To good cooperation. 

Yours sincerely, 

Jan Deichmohle» 


«30 May 2018 10:30:43 +0200 Pil ---- 

Dear Mr Deichmohle! 

In our last editorial meeting, it was decided by majority vote not to accept 
your manuscripts for publication. The decisive factor was really not your style 
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or the content of the book, but the use of an ISBN which apparently belongs to 
another publisher according to the ISBN regulations. Ultimately, the decisive 
factor was the negative attitude of our consulting legal advisor, who warned 
ajgainst this circumstance, which was unclear to us, especially in times of 
increased data protection. 

I personally regret not being able to give you better information.» 


«From: Deichmohle 30. May 2018 20:53 

Dear Mr || ste 

I had explained to you that I had obtained a free ISBN in advance, precisely 
to avoid legal ambiguities. As soon as a publisher like yours is interested, at the 
latest, it will be cancelled and then apparently reassigned without my know- 
ledge. This has nothing whatsoever to do with the book or my rights to it. Con- 
sider it a mistake to put the ISBN in, just as there can be spelling mistakes. ... 

I don't know about the publisher and the other book any more than vice ver- 
sa. There is no relationship there. There is also no legal uncertainty. ... I wrote 
back to you immediately before the conference to clarify this, and also wrote 
that I, for my part, had removed the ISBN from the script. Thus, no connection 
whatsoever exists in this world between the ISBN and my book. ... Please clari- 
fy this. It can't be that a book project fails because of such a nonsensical, con- 
trived and unreal concern. ... You reject a book because there was something in 
an earlier version of the manuscript that you consider questionable — but it is no 
longer there! ... | am beginning to doubt the sanity of mankind. 

Yours sincerely, 

Jan Deichmohle» 


«On 01/06/2018 06:18 Deichmohle wrote: 

Dear Mr i. 

You have constructed a problem in your imagination that does not exist in 
reality, invented an absurd and ridiculous construction that has no basis in the 
real world. That wouldn't be a big deal, because that's how a large part of 
society feels about some irritant issues today. Apparently you have also failed to 
understand how self-publishing services, which give free ISBNs to authors, deal 
with these numbers, which are not entirely free to them, when they are no 
longer used. Ignorance and fantasy are your private pleasures, but harming 
other people with such delusions is unacceptable. 

I reserve the right to publish such incidents. This is the only opportunity I 
have had for decades to defend myself against highly unfair treatment by 
society, the media and publishers. 

Yours sincerely, 

Jan Deichmohle» 
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«From: Pil 01 Jun 2018 13:05:55 +0200 

Re: New Zealand — reflections on group travel and what it shows us. 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

I really don't know what you have been harmed by or with if we don't pub- 
lish your book. It remains our decision whether to accept a manuscript. You 
have no legal claim to the publication of your manuscripts through our publi- 
shing house. If you continue to make this untrue allegation that we have 
harmed you, or if we find out that you have made this allegation, we will 
take legal action against you. 

However, we will also take legal action if you continue to send us unso- 
licited e-mails, which we would consider stalking. 

Please do not send us any more manuscripts — or anything else.» 


I am not claiming or repeating anything, merely journalistically documen- 
ting the proceedings in order to inform the public, which is a fundamental con- 
stitutional right. In addition, attempts are being made to prohibit objections or 
protests against wrong decisions by abusing the law under threat of punishment. 


This was the second strange rejection from a publisher who had liked the 
book very much and wanted to publish it. A third rejection after expressing in- 
terest was by telephone: a publisher did not publish the book but simply hung 
up the phone in the middle of the conversation. Something is rotten in this 
country and in our era. 


«From: | | <Q Qsaphir-im-stahl JF 


Sent: Wednesday, 12 December 2018 20:07 

To: Jan Deichmohle 

Re: philosophical reflections on group travel and what it shows us. 

Please take my address off your mailing list. spam will be reported to 
the police by me as of the next spam mail.» 


So if a manuscript does not suit the publisher's taste, or the author is 
deemed to be ‘politically incorrect’, then the submission is to be considered 
SPAM and the presumed dissenting attitude is to be silenced by legal action. 
The publisher*ix has a totalitarian mentality. 

With the same logic it could read: ‘You are suspected of being the writer 
Jan Deichmohle; you are not allowed to apply as an employee at Deutsche Post; 
any sending of an application will be reported to the police.’ 

Anyone who submits a manuscript like this to the publisher can be reported 
to the police in Germany. The publisher threatens this. I hereby make this 
known to the whole world, who should know. Who dares to publish this sup- 
pressed book? 
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Others have mailings from me sorted out as SPAM or reject emails from 
me: undeliverable if sender is Deichmohle. 


venzelaff ... 554-Reject due to policy restrictions» 

«Action: failed ... BB baeschlin.ch Diagnostic-Code: smtp; 554 5.7.1 
Request blocked» Cause usually: «Your domain or IP address has been 
blacklisted by the recipient.» 

Bi Gedition-alea >: 550: 5.7.1» Cause usually:«A 550 5.7.1 commonly 
refers to the IP, that is sending the email, currently is blocked from the 
recipients email service.» 


Finally, a female publisher went one better by cowardly hiding behind state- 
ments of hatred from other publishers who openly described that they reject the 
truth for reasons of sentiment because they do not want to admit it, while at the 
same time documenting their own empathy disorder towards male losers. Psy- 
chologists and historians of the future will find a rewarding field of work in 
analysing the cynicism of contemporaries who are incapable of human empathy, 
which they are proud of out of ideological stubbornness. This is a very dange- 
rous perversion, a consequence of which is ANTIFA. 


«Re: Philosophical reflections on group travel and what it shows us. 

| og [4] WR onord-verlag I> 

Sat, 13 Apr 2019 17:27 

Hello Mr Deichmohle, 

Nord Verlag is a publishing house for translated literature from the Nordic 
region. But it is not only because of that that I do not want to publish your 
book, but also because I share the opinions of Uhrwerk Verlag, Smart und Nett 
Verlag and Mandelbaum. 

Yours sincerely 

a 


Empathy-disturbed Ms. a. you could have expressed your censorship 
for reasons of opinion in your own words instead of hiding behind the spiteful- 
ness of the aforementioned publishers. It makes more sense if you openly ex- 
pose yourself. 


By the way, I sold some copies of this book in a Goa club. A group of 
young men were interested, but they didn't want to pay the price. They had 
enough money for admission, drinks - and for some drugs — but they wanted to 
get my book under printing costs. In the end, they received it a few pennies 
under printing costs, without postage. That's all he pocketed, he said. They were 
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fascinated by the idea of “a few weeks of continuous partying”: that was the 
hook why they wanted it. They asked me if I wanted to give a reading at their 
place. They had something like that planned for November and would be happy 
if I came. But they never got in touch. They were probably left-wing, green or 
feminist and ticked off at some of the passages. 


One girl told me that her ex-boyfriend was co-organising a theatre and arts 
festival where I could read easily. She didn't want my email herself, but forwar- 
ded it to her ex, who would surely get back to me to talk about participating as 
an artist. Guess who never got back to me? Both of them. 


In total, there were four different publishers for this book who first expres- 
sed interest in 2018, but then did not publish it. For an unknown author, it is un- 
usual for several publishers to get interested — with a bad book, it would be like 
winning different lotteries with several different numbers at the same time. A 
book by an unknown author must be good to find four initially interested publi- 
shers in an oversaturated market with hundreds of thousands of would-be wri- 
ters. Unlikely is a coincidence when several bail out at the same time. The mat- 
ter is very fishy. One problem with the sentiment censors is that they don't even 
realise how they are riding themselves further into a role as villains by failing to 
empathise with native male losers. Once the glitch is fixed, readers will be out- 
raged, not only at the rejection of the book on sentiment grounds, but even more 
so at the documented inability to empathise with male losers, which is an unac - 
ceptable human failing. 

Re: Philosophische Reflexionen tiber Gruppenreisen und was sie uns zeigen 


&® Ach je Verlag | st <P @achje> hy by. 


Do, 17.10.2019 15:22 
Jan Deichmohle * 


Schick uns nie wieder irgendwas. 


> Am 17.10.2019 um 14:57 schrieb Jan Deichmohle <deichmohle QE: 
> 


> 


> Einen wunderschonen Tag, 
> 
> seit Urzeiten reisen Menschen. Eine Betrachtung von Gesellschaftsreisen, insbesondere mit dem Kiwi 


«Ach je Verlag | | | Mach e 

17.10.2019 15:22 

Don't ever send us anything again. 

>On 17/10/2019 14:57 Jan Deichmohle wrote: 

Have a wonderful day, 

People have been travelling since time immemorial. A reflection on social 
travel, especially with the Kiwi Experience bus.» 
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With such spitefulness, the empathy-disordered feminist society torments 
native male losers. 


«From: Alc <ale> 


Sent: Friday, 8 November 2019 15:04 

Subject: Re: Form Submission — Contact Form — Philosophical Reflections 
on Group Journeys and What They Show Us 

Dear Mr Deichmohle, 

Thank you very much for your offer, but due to the range of previous 
publishers and publications, we would want to refrain from making an offer.» 
(fineBooks Verlag) 


Until now I thought that inquisition and kin liability (or guilt by associati- 
on) had been abolished, but for authors both continue to exist and are even con- 
stantly being tightened up. Because he does not like other publishers and pub li- 
cations, all the author's other books are also rejected, although there would be 
nothing to complain about in this book. Even the Inquisition of the Middle Ages 
at most condemned individual works, but not collectively all the books of an 
author. 


More great books you get at: 
www.quellwerk.com and www.quellwerk.com/english.htm. 


